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ember of Pin for, X and Alder- 
nan of the City of London, and Sub- 
Corernor of the Soulb- Sea Fon n. 


F Tragick Poetry be, as Mr. 
Dryden has ſomewhere ſaid, 
the moſt excellent and moſt 
uſeful Kind of Writing; the 
Rot more extenfively uſeful the 
Moral of any Tragedy is, the 
wre excellent that Piece muſt be of its Kind. 


| hope I ſhall not be thought to ifinozee, 
at this, to which I have preſumed to pre- 

your Name, is ſuch : That depends on 
F ns tt anſwer the End of E hang 964 the: 
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DEDICATION 


exciting of the Paſſions, in order to the cor Ae 


recting ſuch of them as are criminal, eitheſſ obe 
in their Nature, or through their Excel 
Whether the following Scenes do this i 
any tolerable Degree, is with the Deference 
that becomes one who would not be thought 
vain, ſubmitted to your candid and impartil 


What I would infer is this, I a evi; 


dent Truth, That Tragedy is fo far fro fact 
loſing its Dignity by being accommodated hig 
to the Circumſtances of the Generality af me 
Mankind, that it is more truly auguſt in his 
proportion to the Extent of its Influence of 
and the Numbers that are properly affectedſ pre 
by it. As it is more truly great to be the wh 
Taftrument of Good to many who ſtand inf Co 
Need of our Aſſiſtance, than to a very {mall bis 
Part of that Number. g Inne 
Ki 

If B 3 5 Sc. were a hable to Mid (at 
fortunes ariſing from Vice or Weakneſs inf fo! 
themſelves or others, there would be goods be 
[Reaſon for confining the Characters in Trial to 
gedy to thoſe of ſuperior Rank; but ſinceſ to 
the contrary 1s evident, nothing can be more} Sc 
reaſonable than to proportion the. Remedy in 
to the Diſeaſe. ih th 
190 

I am far from TOTO VAT hat Traged SY th 
founded on any inſtructive and extraordinaſſ v 


Events 


„„ e 
rents in Hiſtory, or well- invented Fables, 
here the Perſons introduced are of the, 
efiigheſt Rank, are without their Uſe, even to 
inte Bulk of the Audience. The ſtrong Con- 
nee raſt between a Tamerlane and a Bajazet may 
ght have its Weight with an unſteady People, 
nal nd contribute to the fixing of them in the 
Jlatereſt of a Prince of the Character of the 
Iiormer ; when, thro' their own Levity, or 
vid the Arts of deſigning Men, they are render'd 
om factious and uneaſy, though they have the 
tech higheſt Reaſon to be ſatisfied. The Senti- 
f ments and Example of a Cato may inſpire 
bis Spectators with a juſt Senſe of the Value 
of Liberty, when they tee that honeſt Patriot 
prefer Death to an Obligation from a Tyrant 
ho would ſacrifice the Conftirution of his 
nf Country, and the Liberties of Mankind, to 
bis Ambition or Revenge. I have attempted 
indeed, to inlarge the Province of the graver 
| Kind of Poetry, and ſhould be glad to fee it 
i carried on by ſome abler Hand. Plays 
in founded on moral Tales in private Life may 
be of admirable Uſe, by carrying Conviction 
to the Mind, with ſuch irreſiſtable Force as 
to engage all the Faculties and Powers of the 
Soul in the Cauſe of Virtue, by ſtifling Vice 
in its firſt Principles. They who imagine 
this to be too much to be attributed to Tra- 
gedy, muſt be Strangers to the Energy of 
that noble Species of Poetry. Shakeſpear, 
who has given ſuch amazing Proofs of his 
A 4 Genius 


DEDICATION. 


r in that as well as in Comedy, in his 


amet, has the following Lines: 


Had be the Liori ve and the Conſe ; for Falten „ 
Tat I Bave, be wweuld drown the Stage wwith Fa 15 2 

And cleave the get ral Far with Born See! eech 5 © 6 

Aale read the Guilty, End appall the Bier, 


Cant the Iprevant, and amaze %,, | Fre 


Tye wery Farad of Eyes 2 


And further in the fame Speech; 


* Beard, „dr * by a at n Play. 
Have, by the very Cunning. of the Scene, 
| Bean jo flruck to the Soul, that preſently 
25 lade proclaini d their Male geriens. 


Prodigious yet ſtrictly juſt. But 1 fhalt &, 


not take up your valuable Time with my 
Remarks: Only give me Leave juſt to ob- 


ſerve, that he ſeems ſo firmly perſwaded of 


the Power of a well-written Piece to pro- 
duce the Effect here aſcribed to it, as to 
make Hamlet venture his Soul on the Event, 
and rather truſt that, than a Meſſenger from 
the other World, tho? it aſſumed, as he ex- 
pets it, his noble Father's Form, and aſſured 

im, that it was his Spirit. I' ll have, 25 


Hl amlet, Greunds mare relative. 


| The Play*s the Thing, 
| Wherein 1 1 cat the Conſcience of the * 12. 


Suck 


DEDICATION. 
ch Plays are the beſt Anſwers to them 
y deny the Lawfulneſs of the Stage. 


| Conſidering the Novelty of thisAttewpt, 
FPought it would be expected from me to 
bmething in its Excule ; and I was un- 
Ung to loſe the Opporunity of ſaying, 
Hething of the Uſefulneſs of Tragedy in 
Feral, and what may be reaſonably ex- 

id from the farther Improvement of 
ellen Kind of Poetry. 


181 R. 

hope you will not chink I ha ſaid too 
ich of an Art, a mean Specimen of which 
m ambitious enough to recommend to 
ur Favour and Protection. A Mind con- 
Zeus of ſuperior. Worth, as much deſpiſcs. 
Fattery as it is above it. Had I found in 
lf an Inclination to ſo contemptible a. 
& I ſhould not have choſen Sir Jon 
urs for my Patron. And indeed the 
written Panegyrick, tho' ſtrictly true 
t place you in a Light much inferior to 

$ in which. you have long been fix'd, by 
Love and Eſteem of your Fellow Citi- 
I, whoſe Choice of you for one of their 
vreſencatives i in Parliament has ſufficiently 
dared their Senſe of your Merit. Nor 
$ the Knowledge of Pn. Worth been 
Jined to the City. The Proprietors in 


* V0 = Sea Company 7, in which are inclu- 
A dc 


you will the more eaſily pardon it on th 


DEDICATION. 
ded Numbers of Perſons as conſiderable | 
their Rank, Fortune, and Underſtanding, 2 
any in the Kingdom, gave the greateſt Pro 
of their Confidence in your Capacity an- T 


_ Probity, by chuſing you Sub-Governor 


their Company, at a Time when their Afar & a: 
were in the utmoſt Confuſion, and their Prof * 
perties. in the greateft Danger. Neither 7 


the Court inſenſible of your Importance. What 


fhall not therefore attempt a Character Ft 
well known, nor pretend to add any Thing d 
to a Reputation ſo well eſtabliſhed. 


Whatever others may think of a Dedica 
tion, wherein there is fo much ſaid of othe 


Things, and fo little of the Perſon to whor k 
it is addreſs'd, I have Reaſon to believe, th: 


very Account. 
I am, DIS 155 

SIR, e wn 

Your moſt Obeatent | 4 


Humble Servant, Pr 


George Lillo. 
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ROL OG VUE, 
Spoken by Mr. CIBBER, jun. 


HE Tragic Muſe, ſibliue, deligbrs to Gu 


an 
y Princes diftreſs'd, and Scenes of Royal Noe; 
air k anufirl Pomp, majeflick to relate | 


ö 


ſte Fall of Nations, or ſome Hero's Fate: 
ſhat ſcepter d Chiefs may, by Example, know 


ne frange Viciſſikude of Things beljew 5 


q 
; 


ca 
Of 
he 


What Dangers on Security attend; 

Bw Pride and Cruelty in Ruin end: 

Hence Providence ſupreme to know, and own 

Humanity adds glory to a Ibron ti 
* hk. ev'ry former Age, and foreign Tongue, 

With native Grandeur thus the Goddefs ſung. . 
lon our Stage, indeed, with wih'd Succeſs, 
lud we ſometimes ſcen her in an humbler Dreſ ; 
Great.gnly in Dajtre/ſs. When ſbe complains 5 
n Southern's, Rowe's, or Otway's mowing Strait, 
The brilliant Drops, that fall from each bright Eye, 

The abſent Pomp, <wit/-brizhter Gems; ſupply. 

Forgive us then, if we attempt to ſhoww,. 
h artlgſi Strains, a Tale of private N oe. 
4 London *Prextice ruin d is our Theme, | | 
Drazun frum the fam'd old Song that bears his Names. 
We hope your Tafte is not ſo high to ſcorn | 

Mor al Tale, efteem'd ere you were born; 

hich for a Century of rolling, Years,. | 
las fll'd a thouſand thoaſand Pyes with Tears. 

If thoughtleſs Youth to warn, and ſhame the Me 
From Vice deflruGive, apell becomes the Stage; 
If this Example Innocence enſure, 

Prevent our Guilt, or by Refie@ion cure; 

7 Millwood*s dreadful Crimes, and ſad Deſpair,. 
Commend the Virtue of the Good and Fair; 

The Art be Tanting, aud our Numbers fall, 
ludulge th Attemęt in Juſirce to the Tale, 
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Dramatis Perſonæ. 


 Thorowgood : Mr. "Salas, | 
Barnwell, Uncle to nl Mr. Roberts. "= 
George Barnwell X Mr. Cibber, jun. 
Trueman Mr. W. Milk. $ G 
Blunt + ny Mr. 1 TOPS: F 
w O0 M E N. 
Maris "Mrs Cibber.. 
Millwood Mrs. Butler. 
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A 0 P I. 8 c E N E L 
A Room in Thorowgood's Houſe. 
Enter Thorowgood and Trueman. 
TRUEMAN. © v 
IR, the Packet from Genoa is arriv'd. 4 256 0 
Ilie. 2 | 
Ther. Heavch be prais gd} The Storm chat threat- 
el our Royal Miſtreſs, pure Religion, Liberty, and 
Eu, is for a Time diverted: The haughty and re- 
I*igeful Spaniard difappointed of the Loan on which 
e depended from Genoa, muſt now attend the ſlow Re- 
uns of Wealth from his new World, to ſupply his emp- 
ee ere he can exeeute his purpos d Invaſion of 
happy Iffand. By this Means Time is gain'd to 
Re ſuch Preparations on our Part, as may Heaven 
Fcurring, revent his Malice, or turn the meditated 
ACh Fon hi mſelf. 3 
12. 


It The LoxDOY MrirxcnanT : O , 
Tr, He muſt be inſenſible indeed, who is not affe&ed 
when the Safety ef his Country is concern'd. Sir may 
I know by what Means ?——lt Lam too bold —— 
Thor. Your Curiofity is Iaudable ;- and T gratify it 
with the greated Pleaſure, becauſe from thence you may 
learn, how honeſt Merchants, as ſuch, may ſometimes | 
contribute to the Safety of their Country, as they do at 
all Times to its Happineſs; that if hercafter you ſhould | 
be tempted to any Action that has the Appearance of 
Vice or Meunneſs in it, upon reflecting on the Dipnity 
of our Prafeiſion, you may, with honeſt Scorn, teject 
whatever is unworthy of it, | ; 
Tr. Should Barawell, er I, who have the Benekt. of | 
your Example, b our ill Conduct being any Impugation 3 


on that honourable Name, we muſt be left without Ex- 


cuſe. | | 
Thor. You complement, young Man. [ Trueman 
bexws re/pedtively.)} Nay, I am not offended, As the 
Name of Merchant never degrades the Gentleman, ſo 
by no Means does it exclude him; only take Heed net 
to purchaſe the Character of Complaiſance at the Expence 


of your Sincerity. But to anſwer your Queſtion, The 


Bank af Genoa had agreed, at an exceſſive Interett, and 

on good Security, to advance the King of Spain a Sum 
ef Money, {ufficient to equip his vaſt Armado; of which 
our peerleſs EI ⁊abeth (more than in Name the M. ther 
of her People) being well inform'd, ſent ¶ aſſingbam, her 
wiſe and faithful Secretary, to conſult the Merchantyef 
this loyal City; who all agreed to direct their ſeveral 


Agents to inſſuenee, if poſſible, che Gencee to break} 


their Contract with the Spani/> Court: Tis done, the 
State and Bank of Genoa, having Me weigh'd, and 
rightly judged of their true Intereſt, 1 er the Friend- 
ſhip of the Merchants of London to that of a Monarch, 
who proudly ſtyles. himſelf King of both Indies. - 
Te. Happy Succeſs of prudent Counſels! What an 


Expence of Blood and Treaſure is here ſaved Excellent 


Queen! O how unlike thoſe Princes, Who make the 
Danger of foreign Enemies a Pretence to oppreſs thut 


9 * 


Subject by Taxes great, and grievous to be borne! 


oo = = 5 =- 


tre, ſend and diſc 


confer Honc ur by ſo doing, but he loſes none. 


The Hiſtory of Grone Barnwzrii, Is 
_ Thor. Not ſo our gracions Queen! whoſe richeſt Ex- 


chequer is her People's Love, as their Happineſs ber 
greateſt Glory. : 


77. On theſe Terms to defend us, is to make our 
protection a Benefit worthy her who confers it, and well 


vorth our Acceptance. Sir, have you any Commands 
7 for me at this Time? © | | 


Thor. Only took carefally over the Files, to ſee whe- 
ther there are ny Tradeſmens Bills unpaid ; if there 
arge em. We muſt not let Artifi- 

cers loſe their Time, ſo uſeful to the Publick and their 
families, in unneceſſary Attendance, | Exit Trueman. 
Enter Maria.] Well, Maria, have you given Orders 


= for the Entertilpment-i ? I would have it in ſome Mea- 
ſure worthy the Gueſts. Let there be Plenty, and of 


the beſt, thar the Courtiers may at  leaft commend our 
Hoſpitality. 

Ma. Sir, I have endeavour'd not to wrong your well- 
known Generofity by an ill-tim'd Parfimony. 

Thor. Nay, *tway a needleſs Caution: 1 have no 


Cauſe to doubt your Prudence. 


Ma. Sir, I find myſelf unfit for ObiedeiitHa 8 
ſhould but increaſe the Number of the Company, with- 
out adding to their Satisfaction. 


Ther. Nay, my Child! this Melancholy muſt not be 
indulged. | 


Ma. Company will but increaſe it : I wiſh you woold 


'excuſe my Abſence. Solitude deſt ſuits my preſent 


Temper,” 

Thor. You are not inſenfible, that it is chiefly on your 
Account theſe noble Lords do me the Honour fo fre- 
quently to grace my Board : Should: you be abſent, the 
Diſappointment may make them repent of their Con- 
deſcenſion, and think their Labour loſt. 

Ma. He that ſhall think his Time or Honour loit 


in viſiting you, can ſet no real Value on your Daughter's 
Company, wheſe only Merit is, that ſhe is yours. The 


Man of Quality who chooſes to converſe with a Gentle- 
man and Merchant of your Worth and Character, may 


Mor, 


— r ores, ce — 


16 The Lox Do MERCHANT: Or, 


Tor. Come, come, Maria, I need not tell you, that 
2 young Gentleman may prefer your Converſation t 


. he may loſe no Honour in my Company, tis very natu- 
xal for him to expect more Pleaſure in yours. I remem- 
ber the Lime when the Company of the greateſt and 
wiſeſt Man in the Kingdom would have been inſipid and 
tireſome to me, if it had deprived me of an Opportunity 
ef enjoying your Mother's. „ 
Ma. Yours, no doubt, was as agreeable to her; far 
generous Minds know no Pleaſure in Society but where 
tis mutual. by. xs on 23 
| Ther. Thou know'ſt I have no Heir, no Child, but 
| thee; the Pruits of many, Years ſucceſsful Induſtry muſt 
all be thine : Now it would give me Pleaſure, great as 
my Love, to ſee on whom you will beſtow. it, Jam daily 
ſolicited by Men of the greateſt Rank and, Merit for 
Leave to addreſs you; but I have hitherto declined to 
give it, in hopes that, by Obſervation, 1 ſhould learn 
which Way your Inclination tends; for, as I know Love 
to be eſſential to Happineſs in the Marriage State, I had 


„ oil tg om att ditions tþ 1250 

Ma. What can I ſay? How ſhall J anſwer, as I 
. ought, this Tendernefs, ſo uncommon even in the beſt 
of Parents? But you are without Example; yet, had 
you been lefs indulgent, I had been moſt wretched. That 
- | look on the Crowd of Courtiers that viſit here, with 
equal Eſteem, but equal Indifference, you have obſetved, 
and I muft needs confeſs; yet, had you afſerted your 
Authority, and inſiſted on a Parent's Right to be obeyd, 
I had ſubmitted, and to my Duty ſacrificed my Peace. 

Thor. From your perfect Obedience in every other 
Inſtance, I fear'd as much; and therefore would leave 
vou without a Bias in an Affair wherein your Happineſs 
is ſo immediately concerned. A 


v ould become your Daughter, or from ſome other Cauſe, 
I know not; but I find high Birth and Titles don't re- 


commend the Man who owns them, to my Abet * 
| - | Ther. 


rather my Approbation ſhould confirm your Choice, than 


Ma. Whether from a Want of that juſt Ambition tba 


mine, and yet intend me no Diſreſpect at all; for tha” Kr 


be Hiſtory f Gro BARXWIII. 177 


anner 


by tary p to a worthy one, and place his Virtues 


I. 1 cannot anſwer for my Inclinations ;. but they 


* . 
- 


- 
= 


Heer be ſubmitted to, your Wiſdom and Authority: 


as you will not compel me to marry where I can- | 


Flore, Love ſhall never make me act contrary to my 
y, Sir, have I your Permiſſion to retire? ; 


Ar. I'll ſee you to your Chamber. IExeunt. 
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Nn e e 
Milly ood at Ber Toiket. Lucy waiting. 
[TT OW do I look To-day, Lug? _ _ 
g I Lk Hg. O, killingly, Madam! A little more 
, and you'll be 1rrefiſtible ! But why this more 
a ordinary Care of your Dreſs and Complexion ? 
ut new Conqueſt are you aiming at? 7 
. A Conqueſt would be new indeed! 


Kt — Well! tis what I'm never to expect un- 
mate as I am !—But your Wit and Beauty- 


BW. Firſt made me a Wretch, and ſtill continue me 
Men, however generous or fincere to one another, 

at ſetfiſh Hypocrites in their Affairs with us. We 

$10 otherwiſe eſteemed or regarded by them, but as 
antribute to their Satisfaction. | 


ay,” You are, certainly, Madam, on the wrong Side 


bs Argument: Is not the Expence all theirs : And 
ure, it is our own Fault if we han't our, Share of 
„% VFC 
WW, We are but Slaves to Men. uf 
ay, Nay,” *tis they that are Slaves moſt certainly, 
ve lay em under Contribution. 1 


ah they make not a bad Man good, yet they are a 


ag. Not to you, who make em every Day — but 


Mill 
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_ ſelves: All is the Vickor's. 


| thence I concluded he is employ'd in Affairs of Conls 
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 Abill. Slaves have no Property; no, not even in them. 1 
| ; TRIS 1 nue 
Lu. You are ſtrangely arbitrary in your Principles, nee 
Madam. „„ Jung 

Mill. J would have my Conqueſt complete, like thoſe dul 
of the Spaniards in the New World; wha firit plundeted ue 
the Natives of all the Wealth they had, and then nd 
condemn'd the Wretches to the Mines for Lift, to work n f 
for more. | | | mh ene, 

Lucy. Well, T ſhall never approve of your Scheme off, 1 


Government: I ſhould think it much more politick,Jhvi 
as well as juſt, to find my Subjects an eaſier Employ- rot 


ment. | | K 
Mill. It's a general Maxim among the knowing Part hea 


of Mankind, that a Woman without Virtue, like a Man [Ex 


without Honour or Honeſty, is capable of any Action nor 
though never fo vile: And yet what Pains will they doe. 
not take, what Arts. not uſe, to ſeduce us from our In$hefc 
nocence,.and make us contemptible and wicked, eyen ii ger 


their own Opinion? Then is it nor juſt, the. Villaips, tc ga 


their Colt, ſhould find us 2 But Guilt makes them ſuſſſ ent 
picious, and keeps them on their Guard ; therefore v@him 
can take Advantage only of the young and innocenſ my 


Part of the Sex, who having never injured Women, apf lit! 


| GW. 7 Il 

Lucy. Ay, they muſt be young indeed! Mat 
Al. Such a one I think I have found. As I han bett 
paſſed through the City, .I have often obſery'd him ref din 
ceiving and paying conſiderable Sums of Money: From mar 


prenend no Injury from them. 


uence. | 15 
Lucy. Is he handſome 7 by Fete of 
Mill. Ay, ay, the Stripliny is well made, and has 
good Face. 3 | 
Lucy. About 


. OR 


Mill. Fighteen. e 1 

Lucy. Innocent, handſome, and about Eighteen 

You'il be vaſtly happy. Why, if you manage well 1 

you may keep him to yourſeif theſe two or three * 5 
6 | — 5 ; uh 


The Hiſtery of GEORGE BARN WELL. 19 
Mill. If manage well, I fhall have done with him 
| Having long had a Deſign on him, and 
les, neeting him Yefterday, I made a full Stop, and, 115 
Jing wiſhfully on his Face, aſk'd him his Name. 
sch dulh'd, and, bowing very low, anſwer'd, George Barn- 
tech nell. I begg'd his Pardon for the Freedom I h 
hen nd told him, that he was the Perſon I had long wiſh'd 
ork n ſee, and to whom I had an Affair of Importance to 
Jommunicate, at a proper Time and Place. He named 
o Tavern; I talk'd of Honour and Reputation, and 
ick, wited him to my Houſe. He ſwallow'd the Bait, 
loyZpromis'd to come, and this is the Time I expect him. 
*[Krecking as the Door.] Somedody knocks —D"'; 
Part hear? I am at home to nobody 'To-day, but him. 


m- 
Inch ſooner. 


lan brit. Lucy.} Leſs Affairs muſt give Way to thoſe of 


ion nore Conſequence ; and I am ſtrangely miſtaken if this 
hey does not prove of great Importance to me, and him too, 
Ind beſore I have done with him. Now after what Man- 
n ner ſhall T receive him? Let me confider-—— What 
, (Manner of Perſon am I to receive? He is young, inno- 
ſulgtcent, and baſhful ; therefore I mutt take Care not to put 
u um out of Countenance at firſt. But then, if I have 
cen my Skill in Phyſiognomy, he is amorous ; and, with a 
apFlttle Aſfiſtance, will ſoon get the better of his Modeſty. 
I c'en truſt to Nature, who does Wonders in thete 
Matters. If to ſeem. what one is not, in order to be the 
aan better liked for what one really is; if to ſpeak one 
1 ling, and mean the direct contrary, be Art in a Wo- 
ron nan know nothing of Nature. 
aſc 


Enter Barnwell, bowing wery ow, Lucy at a Difiance. 


S 177. Sir! the Surprize and Joy !- 
a Barn. Madam ! - 
Mill. This is ſuch a Favour !— [ Advancing, 
Barn, Pardon me, Madam | | 
Jill. So unhop'd for! | [Still advauces. 
** [Barnwell /a/utes her and retires in Confuſion. 
vel 3 To fee you here Excuſe the Confu- 
ars 1 6 h | 


WS Barr, I fra Lam too bold. 8 


taken, 


D'ye N 


Nil l. 
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Mill. Alas! Sir! I may juſtly-apprehend you a 
me ſo. Pleaſe, Sir, to ſit. I am as much at a Lom 
1 — Lought, as Fam furpriſed 3 
at your Goodneſs in conferring it. 
. I thought you had expeRted me : I promiſe | 
10 comb. F 
Mill. That is the more ſurpriſing ; few Men are fuck F 
al Obſervers of their Word. | 
| All who are honeſt, are, 572 
Mill. To one another; but we ſimple We are 4 | 
ſeldom thought of Conſequence enough to gain a Place 
in their Remembrance. ; 
. [ Laxing ber Hand on bas PU by Aae M 
- Band Her Diſorder is ſo great, ſhe don't perceive 
mne has laid her Hand on mine. Heavens! how ſhe 2 


trembles! What can this mean! Ie. I 


Mill. The Intereſt I have in all that Winne to you, 3 
(the Reaſon of which you ſhall know hereafter) excites © 
my Curioſity ; and were I ſure you would pardon 'my © 
Preſumption, I ſhould defire to Cot your real Sent F 
ment on a very particular Subject. | : 
Barn. Madam, you may command my poor Thoughts 3 
on any Subject: 1 have none that I young" conceal. | 
Mill. You'll think me bold. 
Barn. No, indeec. | 
Mill. What then are your Thoug ts of Love? 


Barn. If you mean the Love of Women, I have not Hur 
thought of it at all: My Youth and Circumſtances make F* 


ſuch Thoughts improper in me yet. But if you mean. Þ 


the general Love we owe to Mankind, I think no one % 


has more of it in his Temper than myſelf: I don't 
know that Perſon in the World, whoſe Happineſs f dont 


wiſh, and wou'dn't promote, were it in my Power. In 


an eſpecial Manner 1 love my Uncle, and my Maker; 
but above all, my Friend. | 
Mill. Vou have a Friend then, whom you love? 2 
Barn. As he does me, ſincerely. the” 

ll. He is, no doubt, often bleſs'd with your Com- 
pany and Converſation. 

Barn. We live in one Houle, and both ſerve the fame 
worthy Merchant. N 
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ill. Happy, happy Youth ! whae'er thou art, I envy 
dee, and fo muſt all, who ſee and know this Youth. 
hat have I loſt, by being form'd a Woman ! I hate 
12 my Self. Had I a Man, I might per- 


o now- enjoys it: But as it is 


Ie, have been as happy in your Friendſhip, as he 
| Oh! 


tee moſt beautiful of ker Sex. 
Sder'd, Madam: May I know the Cauſe ? 
| Mil. Do not aſk me- 


J 


Barn. I never obſervd Woman before, c or this is, ſure, 
[4/ige.) You ſeem diſ- 


I can never ſpeak it, 


Satever is the Cauſe. _ I wiſh for Things impoſſible. I 
, Sw'd be a Servant bound to the ſame Maſter, to live 
one Houſe with you. 


7 —=< &@ 


gur Lever ſtoop'd to aſk Go then, thou proud hard- 
be Ferted Youth ; FRE know,. you are the only Man that 
an. puld be found, who. would let me ſue twice for . 
ne ours. 
n't Barn. What ſhall IL do? How mall I go or ſtay ! 
n't M. Yet do not, do not leave me. I with m Sex 8 
In * would meet your Scorn; but when J look upon 
r u, when I behold thoſe Eyes Oh! ſpare my 
| Ae and let my Bluſhes—(this Flood of Tears 
chat will force its Way) eee Woman's 
deſty ſhould hide. 
my | Barn. 
me 
14. 


1525 How ſtrange, and yet how kind, her Words 
© Actions are! And the Effet they have on me is as 
unge. I feel Deſire I never 2 before. 


I muſt be 
we while I have Power to go. [ A/ide.] Madam, I 
ambly take my Leave. | 


Til, You will not, ſure, leave me ſo ſoon * 
* Barn. Indeed I muſt. _ 
Mill. You cannot be fo cruel! 11 kane prepar 'd a poor 


upper, at which I promis'd myſelf your Company, 
2 Barn, I am ſorry I muſt refuſe the Honour you de- 
zd me; but my Duty to my Maſter calls me hence, 


lerer yet neglected his Service: He is ſo gentle, and 
& 500d a Maiter, that ſhould I, wrong him, tho' he 
ght forgive me, I never ſhould forgive myſelf. 


IId. Am I refuſed, by the firſt Man, the ſecond Fa- 
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Barn. Oh Heavens! ſhe loves me, worthleſs a Ia, 4 
Her Looks, her Words, her flowing Tears confeſs it. 
And can I leave her then? Oh never, never, 1258 
dry up your Tears. You fhall command me always; 


I will ſtay here for ever if you wou'd have me. 
Lucy. So! ſhe has wheedled him out of his Virtue of 


Obedience already, and will ſtrip him of all the reſt, one | . 


after another, till ſhe has left him as few as her Lady: 
ſhip,. or myſelf. 

A711. Now you are kind, indeed; but I meant not ts 
detain vou always: I would have you ſhake of all 
{laviſh Obedience to your Maſter ; but you may ſerve 
him ſtill. | 

Lucy. Serve him fill! Ay, or hol have no Oppor- Þ 
tunity of 1. his Caſh ; and then he'll not ſerve . 
your End, Fll be worn. 8 [4 | 


| Enter Blunt 


Blunt. Madam, Supper's on the Table. | 
Mill. Come, Sir, you'll excuſe all Defects. My 
Thoughts were too much employ*d on my Gueſt to ob- 
ſerve the Entertainment. ; 
[Excunt Barnwell and Millwood. 

5135 What! Is all this Preparation, this elegant 
Supper, Variety of Wines, and Muſick, for the Euter- 
tainment of that young Fellow ? | | 

Lucy. So it ſeems. TS... 
Blunt. How! Is our MiftreG tarn'd F ad at lat? : 
She's i in Love with him, I ſuppoſe. © T9 

Lacy. J ſuppoſe not. But ſhe deſigns to Wilke him in 1 
Love with her, if ſhe can. FJ 
Blunt. What will ſhe get by that? He ſeems under . 
Age, and can't be ſuppos' d to have much Money. 3 
Lucy. But his Maſter has; and that's the ſame Thing, iz 

as ſhe'!l.manage it. 


Blunt. I don't like this fooling with a handſome young ug. 


Fellow ; while ſhe's endeavouring t to enſnare dun ſhe 
may | be caught herſelf. 1 
J. 
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Nay, were ſhe like me, that would certainly be 
ſequence ; for, I confeſs, ' there is ſomething itt 
and Innocence that moves me mightily. 

Ves, ſo does the Smoothneſs and Plumpneſs of 


nage move a mighty Dekrelis the blawk to be thee 
uction of it. 


g. Why, Bode ar their Proy; as Men are ours; 
% as you obſerv'd, we are ſometimes caught our- 


liſtreſs.- den A $4 $510 

int, I wiſh it may prove ſo; for you know we all 
ad upon her: Should ſhe rifle away her Time with 
no Fellow that there's nothing to be got by, we 
all ſtarve. 


1 View in this Affair, but Intereſt. 
at, Well, and wha Hopes are there of Succeſs in 


. The moſt promiſing that can he. Tis true, the 
2 5 has his Scruples ; but ſhe'll ſoon teach him to an- 
them, by ſtifling his Conſcience. O! the Lad is 

hopeful, Way, depend upon't! [ Exeunt. 


INE draws, and freer; Bern vel and Millwood 
Super. An Entertainment of — and Singing. 
E er el awd come forward. 


What can 1 mier! Atl that 1 know 3 15, that 
re be fair, and I am miſerable. 


1/6 We are both ſo, and yet the Fault is in our- 


1 box. To eaſe our preſent Anguiſh by plunging iu into 
er it, is to buy a Mement's Pleaſure with an Age of 


"gs Bil. 1 mould have thought che Joys of Love as laſt- 
they are great; if ours prove otherwiſe, ' tis your 
pd aſtancy muſt make them fo. | 
g. The Law of Heaven will not be revers'd, and 
l Requires us to gavern our Pailions. | | 
7 r: 


= 


But that, 1 oe = will never be the Caſe of 


There's no Danger of chat; for T am ſure ſhe 


— ——uꝑ— — 
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Mil. To give us Senſe and Beau and Dees 1 
yet forbid us to taſte and be happy, 2 to nl Þs 
ture: Have we Paſſions only to torment us? 0 
| Barn, To hear you tall, tho? the Cent EM 
to gaze upon your: Beauty, preſs your Hand, and 
your Snow-white Boſom heave and fall, inflames 
-Withes:; my Pulſe beats high; my Senſes all are in 
Hurry, and I am on the Rack of wild Deſire. 
for a; Moment's guilty Pleaſure, ſhall Iloſe my Innocenc 
oy Peace of Mind, and Hopes of ſolid eo” . 


Mil Chimeras alll. Come on e 
. Jus ble Moman lind na eee dee 


8 I would not— -yet muſt on- We. 
Reluant thus the Merchant quits bis Zaſe, 7 Bil ou 
And truſts to. Rocks and Sandi, and flarmy Statz 4 
In Hopes ſome unknown golden Coaſt to find, | bar! 
Commits himfelf, tho doubtful, to the Wind, int 
_ WE . ee en theſe H bud, n 


len 


l EI : 


ACT, II. SCENE L gin 


A Reon in e Yiu 


Euter Barnwell, - wad” 
- $7 # wk x. + 


| OW ſtran are all Things round Ry | Like 
A H Thief who treads 4 Ne 2p, 
would lurk unſeen, fearful I enter each Apartm@iran 
of this well known Houſe. To guil — 517 | 
that were too little, already have I ad led Breach 
Truſt. A Thief =Can I know "F- 


ERS At. * 
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mat wretched Thing, and look my honeſt Friend 

dinjur'd Maſter in the Face? Tho' Hypocriſy may a 
Wile conceal my Guilt, at length it will be known, and 
wick Shame and Ruin muſt enſue. In the mean time, 
at muſt be my Life? Ever to ſpeak a Language fo- 


Crimes, in order to conceal 'em. Sure ſuch was 
> Condition of the grand Apoſtate, when firſt he loſt 
& Purity : Like me, diſconſolate, he wander'd ; and 
Nie vet in Heav'n, bore all his future Hell about 


y 
1 
1 


Enter Trueman. 


fr. Barnwell, Oh how I rejoice to fee you ſafe ! So 


Sl our Maſter and his gentle Daughter; who, during 


r Abſence, often inquired after you. 
Jarn. Wou'd he were gone! His officious Love will 
into the Secrets of my Soul. [Alt. 
7. Unleſs you knew the Pain the whole Family has 


on your Account, you can't conceive how much | 
uw 


(are belov'd. But why thus cold and filent! When 
Heart is full of Joy for your Return, why do you 
Laway ? why thus avoid me? what have I done? 
Wi am 1 alter'd ſince you ſaw me lat? Or rather, 
kat have you done; and why are you thus chang'd ? 

lam ſtill the ſame. | 
[ Aſide. 


Ibarn, What have I done indeed! 
gr. Not ſpeak! ---— nor look upon me 
barn, By my Face he will diſcover all I would con- 
; methinks already I begin to hate him. [ Afrae. 
I. I cannot bear this Ufage from a Friend; one 
Im till now I ever found ſo loving; whom yet I love, 
Ich thi- Unkindneſs ſtrikes at the Root of Friendſhip, 
might defiroy it in any Breaſt but mine. 
garn. Jam not well; [7 wrning to him] Sleep has been 
ranger to Theſe Eyes ſince you beheld them laſt. 
„ Heavy they look indeed, and ſwoln with Tears; 
Ka now they overflow. Rightly did my ſympaihizing 
rt for bode lalt Night, when thou walt abſent, ſome- 
Ws fatal to our Peace. Ft | 


B | | Barn, | 


m to my Heart; hourly to add to the Number of 


nt — — 5 4 N — 
£ gs vv gt 
N . 
— 


— — — 
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but the Name. Before I ſaw your Grief, I felt it. 


Try to compoſe your ruffled Mind, and let me kno 


_— + 
2 — - 2 — 1 — 
© 


Barn. Your Friendſhip engages you tov far. My 
Troubles, whate'er they are, are mine alone; you have 
no Intereſt in them, nor ought your Concern for me to %« 
give you a Moment's Pain. | q 

Tr. You ſpeak as if you knew of Friendſhip nothing 


Since we parted laſt I have ſlept no more than you, but ,. 
penſive in my Chamber fat alone, and ſpent the tedious % 
Night in Wiſhes for your Safety and Return; e'en now, 
tho' ignorant of the Cauſe, your Sorrrow wounds me to If, 
the Reart. 5 CE 
Barn. "Twill not be always thus. Friendſhip and all 
Engagements ceaſe, asCircumſtances andOccafions vary; it. 
and ſince you once may hate me, perhaps it might be . 
better for us both, that now you lov'd me leſs. 3 
Tr. Sure I but dream ! Without a Cauſe would Bam- du. 
«well uſe me thus? ungenerous and ungrateful Youth, l. 
farewell; I ſhall endeavour to follow your Advice. ,. 
{ Going. ] Yet ſtay, perhaps I am too raſh, and angry p 
when the Caule demands Compaſſion. Some unforeſeen , 
Calamity may have befaln him too great to bear. der 
Barn. What Part am I reduced to act? *Tis vile and , 
baſe to move his Temper thus, the beſt of F riends and 3%, 
Men. | 2 
Tr. J am to blame, pr'ythee forgive me. Barnwell. 


Ou 


api 
| Fa 
the Cauſe that thus tranſports you from yourſelf; my} Imen 


friendly Counſel may reſtore your Peace. = I 
Born, All that is poſſible for Man to do for Man yourgy,c. 
generous Friendſhip may effect; but here evn thats ſz. 
Vain, | fi hn 
Tr. Something dreadful is labouring in your Breaſt n. 
O give it vent, and let me ſhare your Grief ; 'twill ealegr, » 
our Pain, ſhould it admit no Cure, and make it lighteryy, 6 
= the Part I bear. The = 77 
Barn. Vain Suppoſition! my Woes increaſe by being; g 
obſerv'd ; ſhould the Cauſe be known, they would exe 
cecd all Bounds. | | | 
Ty, So well I know thy honeſt Heart, Guilt canoes. 


. | 
harbour there. 1 Ne 


he 
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Y Barn. O Torture inſupportable ! [ Afide 
e ſr. Then why am I excluded? have I a Thought I 
o ald conceal from you? ä 

Jarn. If ſtill you urge me on this hated Subject I'll 
g ber enter more beneath this Roof, nor ſee your Face 
t. uin. 5 | | 
at r. Tis ſtrange 
as e me not. | 
V arr. Hate you! I am not that Mbnſter yet. 
to r. Shall our Friendſhip ſtil! continue? 

Barn. It's a Bleſſing 1 never was worthy of, yet now 
all u tand on Terms; and but upon Conditions can con- 
Jima it. | | 
r. What are they? 
blarn. Never hereafter, tho' you ſhould wonder at my 
aduct, defire to know more than I am wuling te 

r. Tis hard, but upon any Conditions J mult be 
TYEr Friend. | . 

Bar. Then, as much as one loſt to himſelf can be 
ner's, I am yours. | [Emoracing. 
. Be ever ſo, and may Heaven reftore your Peace 
Barn, Will Yeſterday return? We have heard the 
nous Sun, that till then inceſſantly roll'd, once ſtopp'd 
Fr:pid Courſe, and once went back: The Dead have 
=, and parch'd Rocks pour d forth a liquid Stream 
Buench a People's Thirſt : The Sea div:ded, and 
mad Walls of Water, while a whole Nation paſs'd 
"Wfety thro' its ſandy Boſom : Hungry Lions have 
Fa their Prey: And Men unhurt have walk'd amidit 
uming Flames; but never yet did Time, once paſt, 
__— | 
. Tho' the continued Chain of Time has never 
been broke, nor ever will, but uninterrupted muſt 
on its Courſe, till loſt in Eternity, it ends where 
began; yet as Heaven can repair whatever Evils 
de can bring upon us, we ought never to deſpair, 
| Buſineſs requires Our Attendance ; Buſineſs the Youth's 

WPreſervative from Ill, as Idleneſs his work of Snares. 

Hou go with me? 


but I have done, fay but you 


art. 


3 2 | Barn, 


> 
4 
— — — 
6 * 


ſlews you're cunvinc'd, and I um ſatisfied. How pain 


— 
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Barn. I'll take a little Time to refle& on what kas & 


paſt, and follow you. [Exit Trueman.] I might hare Fit, 


tufted 7raeman. and engaged him to apply to my Uncle ul 
to repair the Wrong I have done my Makter; but wha ft: 
of Millavocd! Muſt I expoſe her too? Ungenerous and . E 


baſe! Then Heaven requires it not. But Heaven requires de: 


that] forſake her. What! never to ſee her more! Does kpl. 
Heaven require that? I hope I may ſee her and Heaven 1g 
rot be offended. Preſumptuous Hope! Dearly already er 
have I prov'd my Frailty. Should I once more tempt? B 
Heaven, I may be left to fall, never to riſe again. Vet ad 
ſhall I leave her, jor ever leave her, and not let her know? 7 
the Cauſe ? She who loves me with ſuch a boundleſs Paſ-7ry 
ſion ! Can Cruelty be Duty? I judge of what ſhe then Plea 
muſt feel, by what I now endure. The Love of Life, |jeti 
and Fear of Shame, oppoſed by Inclination ftrong as tike 

eath or Shame, like Wind and Tide in raging Confli&? the 
met, when neither can prevail, keep me in doubt: How! 3 
then can J determine? 1 17 


Enter Thorowgood. 


Thor. Without a Cauſe aſſign'd, or Notice given, ta 
* 


abſent yourſelf laſt Night was a Fault, young Man, ang 


That modeſt Bluſh, the Confuſion ſo viſible in your Faceſ 
{peak Grief and Shame. When we have offended Heat 
ven, it requires no more; and ſhall Man, who need 
himſelf to be forgiven, be harder to appeaſe ? If my 
Pardon or Love be of Moment to your Peace, look up 
ſecure of both. | ' 

Barn. This Goodneſs has o'ercome me. [Afae.] Q Str. 
Sir! you know not the Nature and Extent of my Off 


ceive it. Tho' I had rather die than ſpeak my Shame 
tho Racks could not have forced the guilty Secretiroil 
my Breait, your Kindneſs has, 5 | 

Tr. Enough, cnough, whate'er it be, this Conce! 
ful is the Senſc of Guilt to an ingenuous Mind! Son 
3 outhſul Folly, which it were prudent not to inquite in 
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When we conſider the frail Condition of Huma- 


— 
— 


bas 0. 
are iy, it may raiſe our Pity, not our Wonder, that Youth 


cle wuld go aſtray; when Reaſon, weak at the bell, oppo- 

hat ad to Inclination, ſcarce form'd, and wholly anaflitted 

ind Jy Experience, faintly contends, or willing.y becomes 1 

res e Slave of Senſe. The State of Youth is much to be 4 

oes eplored, and the more 10, becaule they ſee it not; be- 111 

ven Jig then to Danger moſt expoſed, when they ale lend 1 

ady repared for their Defence. Alle,. Kill 

pt Barn. It will be known, and 28 FECAL your Pardon 11 
vet nd abhor me. | TE! 
ow? Tor. I never will. Yet be upon your Guard in 5 lis 19 | | 
2 Fray thouhilc s Seaton of your Life ; when the Senſe iS I 


hen Pleature's quick, and Paſſions high, the volupivous Ap- 
ife, - petit es, racing and fierce, dem? nd the ſtrongeſt Curb; 


| 
Anke heed of a Relay le: hen Vice becom es habitual i, 1 [| 
ZR the very Power of leaving it is loft, „ 14 
o Barn. Hear me, on my Knees, confeſs 1 
| Ther, Not a Syllable more upon this Subject; it were [1 il | 
2 nt Mercy but Cruclty, to hear What mult give you I 14 
3 uch Torment to reveal. | Wl [ | 
; Barn. This Generoſity amazes and diſtracts me. - f 1 
Ther. This Remorſe makes thee dearer to me than if 11 
thou hadſt never offended. Whatever is your Fault, of bal: Ei 
© this I am certain, twas harder for you to offend than me 1 | 
© to pardon. | [Exit 'Thorowgood. WF Þ 
Barn. Villain! Villain! Villain !|{balely to wrong to MSF 
excellent a Man. Should I again return to Foll; ? | 4 4 
 Deiefted Thought !—Dut what of Miliwood then ? | j 04 Þ 
Why, I renounce her; 1 give her up The "4 Þ 
0 Struggle” s over, and Virtue has prevail d. Reaſon may 0 1 
0 C convince, but Gratitude compels. This unlook'd for, WY TE | 
1 84 
Generofity has ſav'd me from Deſtruction. | [Goirg. . j 1 
Euter a Pretman. | | HAN 
f {+ £2 
Fert. Sir, two Ladies from your Uncle in the Coun- | | [ 
try, deſire to ſee you. ts: 
Parn. Who ſhould they bei ? [A/ide.) Tell them [11 106 if 
wait upon 'em. [Exit Footman, „ 4 
| B 3 | Barn. #0 Wh | 
| i 
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Barn. Methinks I dread to ſee 'em. Now 


every Thing alarms me.—- Guilt, what a Coward d re 


haſt thou made me! have 


SCENE II. 
Arotber Room in Thorowgood's Houſe. 
Millwood and Lucy diſcovered. Enter Footman, 


Foot. Ladies, he'ell wait upon you immediately, 3 
Baul. "I's very well. I thank you, [ Exit Foot. Iren 


Enter Barnwell. | bv 


Zan. NOnfufion ! Millwood ! | | 

(; Mill. That angry Look tells me, that here 
Jam an unwelcome Gueſt ; I fear'd as much; the Un- 
happy are fo every-where. 3 | 

Harn. Will nothing but my utter Ruin content you? 

Mii. Unkind and cruel! Loſt myſelf, your Happi- 
nets is now my only Care, | ; 2 

Barn. How did you gain Admiſſion ? | 3 

Mill, Say ing we were deſired by your Uncle to viſit : 

and deliver a Meſſage to you, we were received by the 
Family without Suſpicion, and with much Reipect con- 
ducted here. : os 

Earn. Why did you come at all? 

Ajill. I never ſhall trouble you more: I'm come to 
take my Leave for ever. Such is the Malice of my Fate: 
J go hopeleſs, deſpairing ever to return. This Hour is 
all I have left: One ſhort Hour is all I have to beltcw ? 
on Love and you, for whom J thought the longeſt Life | 
tco ſhort. | | 

Barn. Then we are met to part for ever ? 

Mill. It muſt beſo. Yet think not that Time or Ab- 
ſence ſhall ever put a Period to my Grief, or make me 
love you leſs. Tho I mutt leave you, yet condemn me 
not. | | | 

= Barr. 


* 
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Barn. Condemn you ! No, I approve your Reſolution. 
F eden to hear it; 'tis juſt — tis neceflary. 


3 * you more. | 

3 Mill. Confuſion ! Fat 
Lucy. Ay, we are all out; this is a Turn fo uncx- 
Jeded, that I ſhall make nothing of my Part; they mutt 
en p play the Scene betwixt themſelves. Afar. 
Mill. "Twas tone Relief to think, tho' abſent,” von 
would love me ſtill ; but to find, tho' inne had been 
indulgent, that you, more crue] and inconſtant, had re- 
* flved to caſt me G This, as I never could expect, 
Jr have not leatnt to bear. 

Barn. I am ſorry to hear you blame me in a Reſolu- 
ton, that ſo well becomes us both. 

Mill. I have Reaſon for i xa I do, but you have 
© none. 
Barn. Can we want a Reaſon for parting, who have 
ſo many to wiſh we never had met! 


bot. 


old, that Satiety ſo ſoon ſucceeds Enjoyment ? ? Nay, look 
again; Am I not ſhe whom Veſterday you thought the 
Z faireſt and the kindeſt of her Sex ? whoſe Hand, trem- 
bling with Ecſtacy, you preſs'd and moulded thus, while 
on my Eyes you gazed with iuch Delight, as if Deſire 
7 increaſed by being ſed, 


z poſſible, without remembring what they were. 
Mill. Why? ; 
Barn. Such is my Frailty, that 'tis dangerous. 
Mill. Where is the Danger, ſince we are to part? 
Barn. The Thought of that already is too painful. 
Mill. If it be painful to part, then. I may hope at 
leaſt you do not 0 me? 


Barn. No I never. ſaid I did- O my 
Heart! 
Mill. Perhaps you. pity me ? 
B 4 Bars, 
* 


Mill. Look on me, Barnwell; Am J deform'd or 


Barn. No more; let me repent my former Follies, if 


0 - —ů er x — 
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Barn. I do I do Indeed 1 do. 
Mill. You'll think upon me? 5 
Barn. Doubt it not, while I can think at all. 7 
Mill. You may judge an Embrace at parting too great 
a Favour— though it would be the laſt. [He draws back, 
A Look ſhall then ſuffice Farewell 


for ever. 
| [ Exeunt Millwood and Lucy. 
Barn. If to reſolve to {uffer be to conquer, —I have 


conquer d.— Painful Victory! 
Re-enter Millwood and Lucy. 
Mill. One thing I had forgot I never muſt 


return to my own Houie again. This I thought proper 
to jet you know, left your Mind ſhould change, and you 
mou d ſeck in vain to fod me there, Forgive me this 
tecond Intrufion ; I only came to give you this Caution, 
and that perhaps was needleſs. 1 
Barn. ] hope it was, yet it is kind, and I muſt thank 
you for it. 8 
4. My Friend, your Arm. [To Lucy. ] Now I am 
gone for ever. | [ Going. 
Barn. One Thing more :—Sure there's no Danger in 
ry kiowing where you go ? If you think otherwiſe— 
Ilill. Alas! [ Weeping. 
Lucy. We are right, I find; that's my Cue. [ 4/ide. 
Ah!] dear, Sir, ſhe's going ſhe knows not whither ; but 
go ſhe muſt. 1 
Faru. Humanity obliges me to wiſh you well: Why 
will you thus expoſe yourſelf to needleſs Jroubles? 
Lucy. Nay, there's no Help for it: She muſt quit the 
Town immediately, and the Kingdom as ſoon as poſſible. 
It was no ſmall Matter, you may be ſure, that could 
make her reſolve to leave you. 
Mill. No more, my Friend; ſince he for whoſe dear 
Sake alone I ſuffer, and am content to ſuffer, is kind 
and pities me. W nere-e'er I wander thro'Wilds and De- 
ſarts benighted and forlorn, that Thought ſhould give 
omfort. | e ; 
. For my Sake !-———DO tell me how; which 
way am I ſo curs'd to bring ſuch Ruin on thee.? au 


* 
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ul. No matter, J am contented with my Lot. 

Jarn. Leave me not in this Incertainty. 

ill. 1 have ſaid too much. 

Jarn. How, how am [ the Cauſe of your Undoing ? 

Jill. To know it will but increaic your Troubles, 

7 Barn, My Troubles can't be. greater than they are. 
Lacy. Well well, Sir, if the won't ſatisfy you, I 

Il, 

Barn. I am bound to you bey od Expreſſion. 

Mill. Remember; Sir, that I deſired you not to hear it. 

} | Barn, Begin, and caſe my racking Expectation. 

lucy. Why, you muſt know, my Lady here was an 

; a Child, and her Parents dying while ſhe was young, 

t her and her Fortune, (no inconfiderable one Jafſure 

u] to the Care of a Geneman, who has a good Eſtate 

i his own. | 

Mill. Ay, ay, the barbarous Man is rich enough ; but 

har are Riches when compared to Love ? 

Luc. For a while he perfor ned the Otiice of a faith- 


Fl Guardian, ſettled her in a Hor fe. hir'd her Servants. 


— But you have ſeen in what „anner the Jiv'd, fo I 


| red ſay no more of that. 
3 Mill. Howe I thall live hereafter, Heaven knows! 


Lucy. All Things mw on as. one could wiſh ; ; till 


eme Time ago, his Wife dying, he fell violentiy in 
love with his Charge 100 would tain have marry'd her: 
Now the Man is neither old nor ugly, but a goud per- 
bneble ſort of a Man, oj I don't Know now it was, 
Jhe could never endure him. In ſort, her ill Wage 0 
Snovoked him, that he br ok in an Account of his 
FExecutorſhip, wherein he niakes her PDebtor to him. — 


Mill. A "Trifle in ittelf, but more than enough to 


; min me, whom by his mon Account he had trip d of 
all before. 


Lucy. Now ſhe having neither Money nor Friend, 


* 


Fexcept me, who am as une tunate as herſell, he com- 
; * her to paſs his Account, and give Pond ter the 
Sum he demanded; but ſtill provided har ohe 0 tor 
ber, and continued his Courtſkip, till being intform'd by 


his Spies (truly I ſuſpect ſome in her own Fami y) that 
G you 


Y 
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you were entertain'd at her Houſe, and ſtay'd with her 
all Night,” he came this Morning raving and ſtorming 
like a Madman, talks no more of Marriage, (fo there? 
no Hopes of making up Matters that way) but vows her 
Ruin, unleſs ſhe'll allow him the ſame Favour that he ler, 
ſuppoſes ſhe granted you. | E 
Bern. Muſt ſhe be ruin'd, or find her Refuge in an. lu, 
other's Arms? | =_ JD 
Mill. He gave me but an Hour to reſolve in; that's ® tl 
happily ſpent with you And now I go * 
Barn. To be expos'd to all the Rigours of the various he 
Seaſons ; the Summer's parching Heat, and Winter's 
Cold; unhouſed, to wander, friendleſs, thro' the un- par 
hoſpitable World, in Miſery and Want; attended with ca! 
Fear and Danger, and purſued by Malice and Revenge. Wet 
Wou'dſt thou endure all this for me, and can I do no- Mi, 
thing, nothing, to prevent it ? | = Bat 
Luq. Tis really a Pity, there can be no way found out. b 
Barn. O where are all my Reſolutions now ? Like 4d 
early Vapours, or the Morning Dew, chas'd by the . 
Sun's warm Beams, they're vaniſh'd and loſt, as tho“ By 
they had never been. | p 


guy 
Lucy. Now J adviſed her, Sir, to comply with the feat 
Gentleman; that would not only put an End to her 5: 
'Troubles, but make her Fortune at once. | dun 
Barn. Tormenting Fiend, away! I had rather periſh, #2 
nay, fee her periſh, than have her ſaved by him. I will ad, 
myſelf prevent her Ruin, tho' with my own. A Mo- ber 
ment's Patience; I'll return immediately. wt 
Exit Barnwell, Or 
- Lucy. "Twas well you came, or by what J can per. 70 
ceive you had loſt him. Cop I 
Mill. That, I muſt confeſs, was a Danger I did not la 
foretee ; I was only afraid he ſhould have come without 10 
Money. You know, a Houſe of Entertainment, like 
mine, is not kept without Expence. : 
Lucy. That's very true; but then you ſhould be re- 
10nablein yourDemands ; tis pity to diſcourage a young 
Man. 45 | — 
. Leave that to me. 
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F Re-enter Barnwell with a Bag of Money. 

Earn. What am I about to do ?—Now you, who 
1 8 your Reaſon all ſufficient, ſuppoſe yourſelves 1 in my 
dition, and determine for me; whether tis right to 
I © her ſuffer for my F aults, or, by this imall Addition 


? 5 Theſe young Sinners think every [ bing! in the 
Fips of Wickedneſs ſo itrange ! But I cou'd tell 
2t's. u, that this is nothing but what's very common; ior | 
r Vice as naturally begets another, as a Father a Son, 
ous] Pie U find out that himſelf, if he lives long enough. 
er's [rae 
un ' Barr, Here, take chis, and with it purchaſe your De- 
ith *rance ; return to your Houſe, and hve in Peace and 
ety. 
* Mil So I may hope to ſee you there again? 
Barn. Anfwer me not, but fly, leſt in the Agonies of 
1 Remorſe, I take again what is not mine to give, 
rc ad abandon thee to Want and Miſery. 8 
bel Mill. Say but you'll come. 
> Barn. You are my Fate, my Heaven, or my Hell; 
| os leave me now, ditpoſe of me hercafter as you 
je eaſe, [Excunt Miilwood ard Lucy. 
er Barn. What have I done ? Were my Reſolutions 
7 ſunded on Reaſon, and ſincerely made? Why then has 
„ heaven ſuffer' d me to fall? I fought not the Occaſion; 
Il ud, if my Heart deceives me not, Compaſſion and | 
-  beneroſity were my Motives. Is Viriue inconſiſtent 
nith itielt? Or are Vice and Virtue only empty Names? 
| r do they depend on Accidents, beyond our Power to 
. produce, or to prevent; wherein ve have no Part, and 
| et mult be determined by the Event ?—But why ſhoulf 
-lattempt to reaſon ? All is Confufion, Horror, and Re- 
vorſc. I find I am loft, caſt down from all my late 
erected Hopes, and plunged again in Guilt, yet icarce 
* know how or why: 
; Such undiſting uiſ d Hor rort make my Brain, 
Like Hell, the Seat of Dar ce and ef 7 


| _ 


w 


Exit. 
The End of the Second ACT, 
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ein. Ser 
| 4 Room in Thorowgood' Houfe. 


* 


| Enter 'Thorowgood and Trueman. 


THOROWGOOD. 


M THINKS I would not have you only learn 
| the Method of Merchandize, and practiſe it 
hereafter meerly as a Means of getting Wealth: 
It will be well worth your Pains to ſtudy it as a Science, 
to ſee how it is founded in Reaſon, and the Nature of 
Things; how it promotes Humanity. as it has open d, 
and yet keeps up, an Intercourſe between Nations, far 
remote from one another in Situation, Cuſtoms and Re- 
ligion ; promoting Arts, Induſtry, Peace and Plenty ; | - 
by mutual Benefits diffuſing mutual Love from Pole to 
Pole. | ; | | l 
Ty. Something of this I have conſider'd, and hope, 
by your Aſſiſtance, to extend my Thoughts much far. 
ther. I have obſerved thoſe Countries where Trade is 
promoted and encouraged, do not make Diſcoveries to 
deſtroy, but to improve Mankind; by Love and Friend- 
ſhip to tame the Fierce, and poliſh the moſt Savage; to 
teach them the Advantage of honeſt Traffick, by taking 
from them, with their own Conſent, their uſeleſs Super- 
iluities ; and grving them, in Return, what, from their 
Ignorance in manual Arts, their Situations, or ſome other 
Aceœident, they ſtand in need of. | 534 
Thor. "Tis juſtly obſerved, The populous Eaft, luxu- | 
riant, abounds with glittering Gems, bright Pearls, aro- 
matick Spices, and Health reſtoring Drugs: The late 

found Weſtern World's rich Earth giows with _— | 
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; f ſpir'd with Love of that, fix d and collected in itfelf, 
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ber'd Veins of Gold and Silver Ore. On every Climate, 


peculiar to itſelf. It is the induſtrious Merchant's Buſi- 
neſs to collect the various pletkngy of each Soil and Cli- 
mate; and, with the Product of the Whole, to enrich 
his native Country.——Well! I have examin'd your 
Accounts: They are not only juſt, as I have always 


found them, but regularly kept, and fairly enter d. I 


commend your Diligence. Method in Buſineſs is the 
ſureſt Guide: He who neglects it, frequently ſtumbles, 
and always wanders perplex'd, uncertain, and in Danger. 
Are Barnabell's Accounts ready for my Inſpection? He 
does not ule to be the laſt on theſe Occaſions. 

Tr. Upon receiving your Orders he retir'd, I thought, 
in ſome Confuſion. If you pleaſe, I'll go and haſten 
him. I hope he has not been guilty of any Neglect. 

Thor. I'm now going to the Exchange ; let him know, 
at my Return, I expect to find him ready. [ Exeunt. 


Enter Maria, with a Book. Sits and reads. 
Ma. How forcible is Truth ? The weakeſt Mind, in- 


with Indifference beholds the united Force of Earth and 
Pain, or ſo ſupported, that they regard it not. The 


Martyr cheaply purchaſes his Heaven; ſmall are his 
Sufferings, great is his Reward. Not ſo the Wretch 


Hell oppoſing. Such Souls are rais'd above the 71 of 


who combats Love with Duty; whoſe Mind, weaken'd 


and diſſolv'd by the ſoft Paſſion, feeble and hopeleſs, 
oppoſes his own Deſires. What is an Hour, a 


Day, a Year of Pain, to a whole Life of Tortures ſuch : 


as theſe ? | | 

Enter 'Trueman. As 
Tr. O Barnwell! O my Friend! how art thou 
fallen! | | | 


Ma. Ha! Barnwell! What of him? Speak, ſay what 
of Barnwall! 5 


Tr. Tis not to be conceal d: I've News to tell of 
him that will afflict your generous Father, yourſelf, and 


all who know him. 


Ma. 


and on every Country, Heaven has beſtowed ſome Good 


— — 
BELL, 


38 The London MERCHANT ; Or, 
Ma. Defend us Heaven ! 


Tr. I cannot ſpeak it. See there 
[Trueman gives a Letter ; Maria reads. 


" Know my Abſence will ſurpriſe my honour'd Maſter and 

* yourſelf; and the more, when you ſhall underſtand, that 
the Reaſon of my withdrawing is my having embexzled 
Part of the Caſh with which I auas intruſted. After this, 
"tis needleſs to inform you, that I intend never to return 
again. Though this might have been known, by examin- 
ing my Accounts ; yet, to prevent that unneceſſary Trouble, 
and to cut off all fruitleſs Eæpectations of my Return, I 
have left this from the left 

George Barnwell, 


Tr. Loſt indeed ! Yet how he ſhould be guilty of what 
he there charges himſelf withal, raiſes my Wonder equal 
to my Grief. Never had Youth a higher Senſe of Virtue. 
| juſtiy he thought, and, as he thought, he practiſed; ne- 
ver was Life more regular than his. An Underſtanding 
uncommon at his Vears, an open, generous Manlineſs of 
Temper; his Manners eaſy, unaffected and engaging. 

Ma. This, and much more you might have ſaid with 
Truth. He was the Delight of _ Eye, and Joy of 
every Heart that knew him. 

Tr. Since ſuch he was, and was my Friend, can I 
ſupport his Loſs ? Sce, the faireſt happieſt Maid this 
wealthy City boaſts, kindly condeſcends to weep for thy 
unhappy Fate, poor ruin'd Barnwell ! 

Aa. Trueman, do you think a Soul ſo delicate as his, ſo 


ſenſible of Shame, can e' er ſubmit to live a Slave to Vice? 


Tr. Never, never. So well I know him, I'm ſure 


this Act of his, fo c ntrary to his Nature, muſt have 


been cauſed by ſome unavoidable Neceſſity. 

Ma. Is there no Means yet to preſerve him? 

Tr, O that there were ! But few Men recover Repu- 
tation loſt, a Merchant never. Nor would he, I fear, 
tho' I ſhould find him, ever be brought to look his in- 
jur d Matter in he Face. 

Na. I fear as much, and therefore would never have 
my Father know it. 7, 
r. 
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Tr. That's impoflible. | 

Ma. What's the Sum ? 

Tr. "Tis conſiderable : I've mark'd it hw to ſhew it, 
with the Letter, to your Father at his Return. 

Ma. If I ſhould fupply the Money, cou'd you ſo 
diſpoſe of that, and the Account, as to conceal this un- 
happy Miſmanagement from my Father? 

Tr, Nothing more eaſy. But can you intend it? 
Will you ſave a helpleſs Wretch from Ruin? Oh ! 'twere 
an Act worthy ſuch exalted Virtue as Maria's. Sure 
Heaven, in Mercy to my Friend, inſpired the generous 
Thought. 

Ma. Doubt not but I would purchaſe ſo great a Hap- 
pineſs at a much dearer Price. But how thall he be 


found? | 
Tr. Truſt to my Diligence for that. In the mean 


Time, I'll conceal his Avſence from your Father, or 
find ſuch Excuſes for it, that the real Cauſe ſhall never 
be ſuſpected. 

Ma. In attempting to ſave from Shame, one who we 
hope may yet return to Virtue, to Heaven, and you, the 
only Witneſs of this Action, I appeal, whether 1 do 
any thing miſbecoming my Sex and Character. 

Tr. Earth muſt approve the Deed, arid Heaven, I 


doubt not, will reward it. 


8 If Heaven ſucceeds it, I am well rewarded. A 
in's Fame is ſullied by Suſpicion” s lighteſt Breath: 
Ha, therefore as this muſt be a Secret to my Father and 
0 World, for n s Sake; for mine, let it be ſo 


to him. LE. | 


SCENE H. 
A Room in Millwood's Hou/e. 
Enter Lucy and Blunt. 


| Lag. FELL! what do you think of 1Mi/kvoed's 


Conduct now ? 
Blunt. I own it is ſurpriſing: I don't know which 0 
admire molt, her feigned or his real Paſſion; tho ] have 


725 Ace- 
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ſometimes been afraid, that her Avarice wou'd diſcover 
her. But his Youth, and want of Experience, make it 
the eaſter to impoſe on him. 
Lucy. No, it is his Love. To do him Juſtice, not- 
withſtanding his Youth, he don't want Underſtanding. 
But you Men are much eaſier impoſed on in theſe Affairs, 
than your Vanity will allow you to believe. Let me 
ſee the wiſeſt of you all as much in Love with me, as 
Barnwell is with Millwood, and I'll engage to make as 
great a Fool of him. | 
Blunt. And, all Circumſtances confider'd, to make as 
much Money of him too ? | 
Luc. I can't anſwer for that. Her Artifice in making 
him rob his Maſter at firſt, and the various Stratagems 
by which ſhe has obliged him to continue that Courſe, 
aſtoniſh even me, who know her ſo well. 
Blunt. But then you are to conſider, that the Money 
was his Maſter's. ELD! | | | 
Lucy. There was the Difficulty of it. Had it been 
his own, it had been nothing. Were the World his, ſhe 
- might have it for a Smile. But thoſe golden Days are 


gone; he's ruin'd, and Millwod's Hopes of r | ; 


Profits there are at an End. 
Blunt. That's no more than we all expected. 
Lucy. Being call'd by his Maſter to make up his Ac- 
counts, he was forc'd to quit his Houſe and Service, 
and wiſely flies to Millauood for Relief and Entertain- 
ment. | 
Blunt. I have not heard of this before: How did ſhe 
receive him: | | 
| Lucy. As you wou'd expect. She wonder'd what he 
meant, was aſtoniſh'd at his Impudence, and with an Air 
of Modeſty, peculiar to herſelf, ſwore ſo heartily, that 
ſhe never ſaw him before, that ſhe put me out of Coun- 
tenance, l 1 
Blunt. That's much indeed ! But how did Barnwell 
| behave ? | | 


Lucy. He griev'd, and at length, enraged at this bar- 


barous Treatmen, was preparing to be gone; and, 
7 | making 
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naking towards the Door, ſhew'd a Sum of Money, . 
? which he had brought from his Maſter's, the laſt he 1 is 1 
! ever like to have from thence. | 1 my 

Blunt. But then Millauood? | 
Lucy. Ay, ſhe, with her uſual Addreſs, return'd to her boy 
old Arts of lying, wearing and diſſembling ; hung on bee! 
bis Neck, wept, and {wore 'twas meant in Jeſt. The 1 
2 2morous Youth melted into Tears, threw the Money in- | | | 


e 


; 


hte 
e 
— 


w her Lap, and iwore he had rather die than think her 
* falſe. 11 
Blunt. Strange Infatuation ! | 1 1 
Lucy. But what enſued was ſtranger ſtill. As Doubts | (| $7 
and Fears, followed by Reconcilement, ever increaſe 1 
| Love where the Paſſion is ſincere; ſo in him it caus'd ſo 14 
wild a Tranſport of exceſſive F dondneſs, ſuch Joy, ſuch i | | 
rief, ſuch Fleaſure, and ſuch Anguiſh, that Nature 1 
ſeem'd ſinking with the Weight, and his charm'd Soul 1 
diſpoſed to quit his Breaſt for hers. juſt then, when 11 
erery Paſſion with lawleſs Anarchy prevail'd, and Rea- UN 
"fon was in the raging Tempeſt loſt, the cruel, artful 1 
7 Millzvood prevail'd upon the wretched Youth to promiſe lf} 
what I en e but to think on. | Es: 
Blunt. | am amazed! What can it be? Is 
Lucy. You will be more fo, to hear it is to attempt — 14 
me Life of his neareſt Relation, and beſt Benefactor.— Il | I 


4 
23 


Blunt. His Uncle! whom we have often heard him 1 
| ſpeak of, as a Gentleman of a large Eſtate, and lair 1! | $7 
| character. in the Country where he lives! il | 
' Lucy. The ſame. She was no ſooner poſſeſſed of the | I 
2 hft dear Purchaſe of his Ruin; but her Avarice, inſa- 
tate as the Grave, demanded this horrid Sacrifice. | 
3 Barnwwell's near Relation, and unſuſpected Virtue, muſt | 
t dive too eaſy Means to ſeize the good Man's Treaſure ; =_ 
- ZEwhoſe Blood muſt ſeal the dreadſul Secret, and. prevent if 
the Terrors of her guilty Fears. | Wl! 
Blunt. Is it poſſible the cou'd perſuade him to do an l 
Act like that? He is by Nature honeſt, grateful, com- MI 113 
pbaſſionate and generous. And tho' his Love, and her - as 
|, I uiful Perſuaſions, have wrought him to practiſe what 1 T} 
go | 85 he Wl } 


%* 
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he moſt abhors; yet we all can witneſs for him, with 
what Reluctance he has ſtill comply'd : So many Tears 
he ſhed o'er each Offence, as might, if poſſible, ſanctify 
Theft, and make a Merit of a Crime. 


Lucy. Tis true, at the naming the Murder of his 
Uncle, he ſtarted into Rage; and, breaking from her 
Arms, (where ſhe till then had held him with well diſ- 
ſembled Love, and falſe Endearments) call'd her cruel, © 
Monſter, Devil, and told her ſhe was born for his De- 
ſtruction. She thought it not for her Purpoſe to meet 
his Rage with her Rage, but affected a mot paſſionate 
Fit of Grief, rail'd at her Fate, and curs'd her wayward 
Stars, that ſtill her Wants ſhou'd force her to preſs him 


to act ſuch Deeds, as ſhe muſt needs abhor as well as he. 


She told him Neceflity had no Law, and Love no 
Bounds ;. that there fore he never truly lov'd, but meant 
in her Neceſſity to fortake her. Then ſhe kneel'd ard 
{wore, that ſince by his Refuſal he had given her Cauſe 
to doubt his Love, ſhe never would fee him more; un- 
leſs, to prove it true, he robb'd his Uncle, to ſupply her 


Wants, and murder'd him to keep it from Diſcovery. 
Blunt. J am aſtoniſh'd ! what ſaid he? 
Lucy. Speechleſs he ſtood ; but in his Face you migh 


have read, that various Paſſions tore his very Soul Oft 
he in Anguiſh threw his Eyes towards Heaven, and | 
then as often bent their Beams on her; then wept, and 
groan'd, and beat his troubled Breaſt ; at length, wich ) 


Horror not to be expreſs'd, he cry'd, Thou curled e 


Fair! have not I given dreadful Proofs of Love ? What 
drew me from my youthful Innocence, and ſtain d my 
then unſpotted Soul, but Love]! What cauſed me to 
rob my worthy gentle Maſter, but curſed Love? What 
makes me now” a Fugitive from his Service, loath'd © 
by myſelf, and fcorn'd by all the World, but Lore? 


What fills my Eyes with Tears, my Soul with Tor- 


ture never felt on this Side Death before? Why Lore, 
Love, Love: And why, above all, do I refolve (for 
tearing his Hair, he cryed, I do reſolve) to kill my } 


Uncle ? 


Blunt. 
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Blunt. Was ſhe not moved? It makes me weep to 


Lucy. Yes—— with Joy, that ſhe had gain d her Point. 
She gave him no Time to cool, but urged him to at- 
tempt it inſtantly. He's now gone. If he performs it, 
and eſcapes, there's more Money for her ; if not, he 1 
7 ne'er return, and then ſhe's fairly rid of him. - 

Blunt. "Tis Time the World were rid of ſuch a Mon- 


Lucy. If we don't uſe our K to prevent the 
Murder, we are as bad as ſhe. 

- Blunt, I'm afraid it is to late. | | 

m uc. Perhaps not. Her Barbarity to Seal makes 


e. me hate her. We have run too great a Length with her 
0 | already. I did not think her or ax boa ſo wicked, as L 
nt _ find, upon Reflection, we are, 
d Blunt. Tis true we have been all too muck ſo. But 
ſe © there is ſomething ſo horrid in Murder, that a'l other 
n- Crimes { ſeem nothing when compared to that : I wou'd 
er dot be involy'd in the Guilt of it for all the World. 
Lucy. Nor I, Heaven knows. Therefore let us 
dlear ourſelves, by doing all that is in our Power to pre- 
ht rent it. 1 have juſt thought of a Way, that to me icems 
ft _— Will you join with me to detect this curſed 
eſign? 


ith Murder intended to be committed, and does not diſco- 4 
f ver it, in the Eye of the Law and Reaſon is a Murderer. 


; the Particulars as we £0. | [ Exeunt. 


nnn. 


Lucy. Let us loſe no Time; I'll — you with | 


nd Blunt. With all my Heart. He who knows of a J. 


S CEN E III. | 
A Walk at ſome Diſtance from a Country Seat. 


Enter Barnwell. 
Barn. Diſmal Gloom obſcures the Face of Day: 
4 Either the Sun has ſlipt behind a Cloud, or 


f jurncy's 25 the Welt of Heaven with more than 
nt. | | | common 


bear the ſad Relation. 1 4 


ter. ö 1 


— — 
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common Speed, to avoid the Sight of what I am doom'd 5 


to act. Since [I ſet forth on this accurs'd Deſign, where- 


e'er I tread, methinks, the ſolid Earth trembles beneath 


my Feet. Yonder limpid Stream, whoſe hoary Fall has 
made a natural Caſcade, as I paſs'd by, in doleful Ac- 
cents {ſeem'd to murmur Murder! The Earth, the 
Air, and Water ſeem'd concern'd. But that's not 


| ng The World is puniſh'd, and Nature feels a ; 


Shock, when Providence permits a good Man's Fall. Juſt 
Heaven! then what ſhould I feel for him that was my 

Father's only Brother, and ſince his Death has been to 
me a Father] that took me up an Infant and an Orphan, 
rear'd me with tendereſt Care, and ſtill indulged me with 
moſt paternal Fondneſs! Yet here I ſtand his deſtin'd 
Murderer ! L ſtiffen with Horror at my own Im- 
plety——"Tis yet unperform'd What if I quit 
my bloody Purpoſe, and fly the Place! [Going, then 
flops.) But whither, O whither ſhall I fly? My Ma- 


iter's once friendly Doors are ever ſhut againſt me; and 


without Money Millarocd will never ſee me more, and 


ſhe has got ſuch firm Poſſeſſion of my Heart, and go- 
verns chere with ſuch deſpotick Sway, that Life is not to 


be endured without her. Ay, there's the Cauſe of all 5 


my Sin and Sorrow : Tis more than Love; it is the 


Fever of the Soul, and Madneſs of Defire. In vain : 


does Nature, Reaſon, Conſcience, all oppoſe it; the 


impetuous Paſſion bears down ail before it, and drives 


me on to Luſt, to Theft and Murder. Oh Conſcience! 


feeble Guide to Virtue ! thou only ſhew'ſt us when we 1 


go aſtray, but wanteſt Power to ſtop us in our Courſe— ? 
He's 
Now for my Diſguiſe. [P/ucks out a Vixor.] 
This is his Hour of private Meditation. Thus 
daily he prepares his Soul for Heaven, while I-— But 
what have 1 to do with Heaven! Ha! No Struggles, 


Ha! in yonder ſhady Walk I ſee my Uncle 
alone 


Conſcience- 


Hence, hence, Remorſo, and ev'ry Thought that's good]. 
The Storm that Luſt began, muſt end in Blood, 


Puts on the Vizor, draws a Piſtol, and ¶ Exit. 


CENE 
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SCENE NV. 1449 
A cloſe Walk in a I ood. 1 
; Enter, Uncle. 1 
L. IF I were ſuperſtitious, I ſhould fear ſome Dan- 14 
; | ger lurk'd unſeen, or Death were nigh. A 1 
| 3 heavy Melancholy clouds my Spirits. My Imagination {i 
4 is fill'd with ghaſtly Forms of dreary Graves, and Bodies 
changed by Death; when the pale, lengthen'd Viſage 


attracts each weeping Eye, and fills the muſing Soul, at 1TH 
once with Grief and Horror, Pity and Averſion. I 1 


6 be - ap Vn 


w 
6 


__ will indulge the Thought. The wiſe Man prepares ' 4 
1 - himſelf for Death, by making it familiar to his Mind. . 
When ſtrong Reflections hold the Mirror near, and the $i 
„ Living in the Dead behold their future Self; how does {| 
: each inordinate Paſſion and Deſire ceaſe, or ticket at the ' Þ 


View! The Mind ſcarce moves; the Blood, curdlin ill | 
1 and chill'd, creeps flowly thro' the Veins : F ix*d, ſtill, WE | 
1 and motionleſs we ſtand, fo like the ſolemn Object of 14 

dur Thoughts, we are almoſt at preſent what we muſt 1 
ll be hereafter ; till Curioſity awakes the Soul, and ſets 1 It 1 
on Inquiry. 4 

TFuater George Barnwell at a Diſtance.] O Death, | 
thou ſtrange myſterious Power, ſeen every Day, yet ne- 1 
rer underitood, but by the incommunicative Dead, what 
art thou? The extenſive Mind of Man, that with a . 
' Thought circles the Earth's vaſt Globe, ſinks to the 1 1 
E Centre, or aſcends ahove the Stars, that Worlds exotick | 


s 1 finds, or thinks it finds, thy thick Clouds attempts to paſs 
„in vain; loſt and bewilder'd in the horrid Gloom, de- 
feated ſhe returns more doubtful than before, of nomung 
certain but of Labour loſt. 

4 During this Speech Barnwell Sometimes preſents the 


| Piftel, and draws it back again. I 

Barn. Oh, tis impoſſible ! [ throwing down the Piſtol. - WS 

uncle ſtarts, and ener, to draw his Savord. WE + 
Uncle. A Man fo near me! arm'd and maſqu d 1 

Barn. Nay, then there's no Retreat. (4 $14 
[Plucks a e. rom his . and als i "4 
uncle. | 
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Uncle. Oh! I am flain! All gracious Heaven regard 
the Prayer of thy dying Servant: Bleſs with the cholceſt 
Bleſſings my deareſt Nephew, forgive my Murderer, and 

take my fleeting Soul to endleſs Mercy. 
| [Barnwell throws of his Maſh, runs to him, and 
kneeling by him, raiſes and chafes him. 

Barn. Expiring Saint! O murder'd, martyr'd Uncle! 
Lift up your dying Eyes, and view your Nephew in your 
Murderer. O do not look ſo tenderly upon me 
Let Indignation lighten from your Eyes, and blaſt me 
ere you die By Heaven he weeps in Pity of my 
Woes .. —-Tears, Tears, for Blood- The Mur- 
der'd, in the Agonies of Death, weeps for his Murderer. 

O ! ſpeak your pious Purpoſe; pronounce my Par- 
don then, and take me with you. He wou'd, but 
cannot. O why, with ſuch fond Affection, do you preſs 


my murdering Hand ? -What! will you kiſs me? 


[Barnwell Kies his Uncle, who groans and Dies.) Lite, 
that hover'd 6n his Lips but till he had ſealed my Par- 
don, in that Kiſs expired. He's gone for ever—and oh ! 
I follow Scauns away upon his Uncle's dead Bech.] 
Dol ſtill live to preſs the ſuffering Boſom of the Earth? 
—Do [I ſtill breathe, and taint with my infectious Breath 


the wholeſome Air Let Heaven from its high 


Throne, in Juſtice or in Mercy, now look down on that 


dear murdered Saint, and me the Murderer ; and if his 
Vengeance ſpares, let Pity ſtrike and end my wretched 


Being. Murder the worſt of Crimes, and Parri- 
cide the worſt of Murders, and this the worſt of Parri- 
Cides. Cain, who ſtands on Record from the Birth of 
Time, and mutt to it's laſt final Period, as accurs'd, flew 
a Brother favour'd above him : Deteſted Nero, by an- 
other's Hand, diſpatch'd a Mother that he fear'd and 
hated : But I with my own Hand have murder'd a Bro- 
ther, Mother, Father, and a Friend moſt loving and be- 
lov'd This execrable Ac of mine is without a Pa- 
rallel. O may it ever ſtand alone, the lat of Mur- 


ders, as it is the worſt! N 
. The rich Man thus, in Torment and Deſpair, 
Preferr'd his vain, but charitable Praj'r : a 

; | The 
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The Fool, his own Soul loft, wou'd fain be wiſe | 
For others Good ; but Heaw'n his Suit denies. ; 
By Laws and Means well known aue fland or fall; 


And one eternal Rule remains for all. 
The End of the Third ACT, 
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A . STENTE'L 
A Room in Thorowgood's Houſe. 


| Enter Maria. 

MARIA. 

z OW falſly do they judge, who cenſure or ap- 
4 plaud, as we're afflicted or rewarded here? I 


know I am unhappy; yet cannot charge myſelf with 
any Crime, more than the common Frailties of our 


Kind, that ſhou'd provoke juſt Heaven to mark me out 


for Sufferings ſo uncommon and ſevere. Falſly to accuſe 


; ourſelves, Heaven muſt abhor. Then it is juſt and right 


that Innocence ſhould ſuffer ; for Heaven muſt be juſt in 


. 


all its Ways. Perhaps by that we are kept from moral 
Erils, much worſe than 1 or more 1 in 
Virtue. Or may not the 


eſſer Ills that we ſuſtain be 


made the Means of greater Good to others? Might all 
: the joyleſs Days and ſleepleſs Nights that I have paſt, 
but purchaſe Peace for thee. | 


T hou dear, dear Cauſe of all my Grief and Pain! 
Small avere the Loſs, and infinite the Gain, 

Tho" to the Grade in ſecret Lowe I pine, 
So Life and Fame, and Happineſs avere thine. 


Enter Trueman. 


| What News of Barnavell? 


Zr. None: TI have ſought him with the greateſt Dili- 
gence, but all in Vain, | | N 
la. 
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= Ma. Does my Father yet ſuſpe& the Cauſe of his 
Abſence ? 


Tr. All appear'd ſo juſt and fair to him, it it not 


en he ever ſhou'd. But his Abſence will no longer 
e conceal'd. Your Father is wiſe ; and though he 
ſeems to harken to the friendly Excuſes I wou'd make 
for Barnwell, yet, I am afraid, he regards em only as 
ſuch, without ſuffering them to influence his Judgz 
ment. | | 
Ma. How does the unhappy Youth defeat all our 
Deſigns to ſerve him? yet I can never repent what we 
have done. Shou'd he return, 'twill make his Recon- 


ciliation with my Father eaſier, and preſerve him from 


future Reproach of a malicious unforgiving World. 
Enter Thorowgood and Lucy. 


Thor. This Woman here has given me a ſad, and 
(bating ſome Circumſtances) too probable an Account 
of Barnwell's Defection. „ 

Lucy. J am ſorry, Sir, that my frank Confeſſion of 
my former unhappy Courſe of Life ſhould cauſe you to 
ſuſpect my Truth on this Occaſion. & | 

Thor. It is not that; your Confeſſion has in it all the 
Appearance of Truth. Among many other Particulars, 
ſhe informs me that Barnavell has been influenced to 


break his Truſt, and wrong me, at ſeveral Times, of 


conſiderable Sums of Money. Now as I know this to 
be falſe, I wou'd fain doubt the Whole of her Relation, 
too dreadful to be willingly believed. | 


Ma. Sir, your Pardon; I find myſelf on a ſudden fo 
indiſpos'd, that I muſt retire. Providence oppoſes all 


Attempts to ſave him. Poor ruin'd Barmwe!/! Wretch- 


ed loſt Maria ! | [ Aide. Exit. Maria. 
Ther. How am I diftreſs'd on every Side? Pity for 
that unhappy Youth, Fear for the Life of a much valued 
Friend, — and then my Child 
Hope of my dcclining Life ! 


Her Mclancholy in- 


creaſes hourly, and gives me painful Apprchegſions of 


her Loſs 


O Trueman! this Perion informs me, that 
pour 


the only Joy and 


F 


3 £ 


>= 


— - 


| | hould have thought of that before. 
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= Friend, at the Inſtigation of an impious Woman, 
one to rob and murder his venerable Uncle. ; 
r, O execrable Deed; I am blaſted with the Ee 


| o - Thought 


La. This Delay may ruin all. 


* bor. What to do or think, I know not. That he 


erer wrong'd me, I know is falſe ? the red may be to. 
20; there's all my Hope. | 
2 Tr, Truſt not to that; rather ſuppoſe al true, than 
e a Moment's time. 


Even now the horrid Deed may 
de doing dreadful Imagination! or it 
nay be done, and we be vainly e on the Means 
u prevent what is already paſt. | 

Tr. This Earnefineſs convinces me, that he knows 
nore than he has yet diſcovered. What, oh! without 


There, who waits? { Enter a Serwant.} Order the (room 


v ſaddle the ſwifteſt Horſe, and prepare to ſet out with 


2 peed ; an Affair of Life and Death demands his Dili- 
"rence "Exit Servant.] For you, whoſe Behaviour on this 
| bccaſion I have no Time to commend as it deſerves, I 
nul engage your further Aſſiſtance. Return and ob- 


erre this Millauood till I come, I have your Directions, 
aud will follow you as ſcon as poſſible. [ Eait Lucy.] 


rue man, you and Lam ſure will not be idle on this Oc- 


1 alon. (Exit T horowgodd. 
| Ty, He only who 1 is a Friend, can judge of my Di- 
eb. | [Exil. 
S O EN E. II. 
Millwood's Hou/e. ; 
Enter. Millwood. | 
12 „Wim I knew the Event of his Deſign. The. 


” Attempt without Succeſs would ruin him. 

Vell ! what bave I to apprehend from that? I fear too 
nuch. The Miſchief being only intended, his Friends, 
trough Pity of his Youth, turn all their Rage on me. 
_ Suppoſe tne 
5 : Deed 
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Deed done. Then, and then only, I ſhall be ſecure, © 
Or what if he returns without attempting it at all. Er-. 
ter Barnwell &/oody.] But he is here, and 1 have done 
him wrong. His bloody Hands ſhew he had done the © 
Peed, but ſhew he wants the Prudence to conceal it. 
Barn. Where ſhall I hide me? Whither ſhall I'fly, to 
avoid the Swift unerring Hand of Juſtice? 1 
. Mill. Diſmiſs your Fears: Though Thouſands had © 4: 

purſued you to the Door, yet being enter'd here, you f. 
are ſafe as Innocence. I have a Cavern, by Art ſo 
cunningly contriv'd, that the piercing Eyes of Jealoufy ©? 
and Revenge may ſearch in vain, nor find the Entrance © 
to the ſaſe Retreat. There will I hide you, if any || 


Danger's near. 8 a 


Barn. O hide me from myſelf, if it be poſſible; for : 


while I bear my Conſcience in my Boſom, tho'I were 


hid where Man's Eye never ſaw, nor Light &er dawn'd, 


*twere all in vain, For oh ! that Innate, that impartial 


Judge, will try, convict, and ſentence me for Murder, 
and execute me with never ending 'Torments. Behold _ 
theſe Hands, all crimſon'd o'er with my dear Uncle's _ 
Blood: Here's a Sight to make a Statue ſtart with Hor- + 
ror, or turn a living Man into a Statue. 

Mill. Ridiculous ! Then it ſeems you are afraid of 
your own Shadow, or what's leſs than a Shadow, your 
| Conſcience. bk I. 


Barn. Tho? to Man unknown I did the accurſed AQ, 


what can we hide from Heaven's All- ſeeing Eye? 


Mill. No more of this Stuff. What Advantage have 
you made of his Death, or what Advantage may yet be 
made of it? Did you ſecure the Keys of his Treaſure, 
which no doubt were about him? What Gold, what 


Jewels, or what elſe of Value have you brought me ?' 


Barn. Think you I added Sacrilege to Murder? Oh! 
had you ſeen him as his Life flowed from him in 2 
crimſon Flood, and heard him praying for me by the 
double Name of Nephew and of Murderer ; (alas! alas! | 
he knew not then, that his Nephew was his Murderer) 
bow would you have wiſh'd as I did, though you had 


thou- 


4 der your Uncle, rob bim of Life, 
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Z x thouſand Years of Life to come, to have given them 
ill to have lengthened his one Hour. But being dead, I 
ed the Sight of what my Hands had done; nor cou'd 
I, to have gain'd the Empire of the World, have vio- 
2 lated by Theft his ſacred Corpſe. 


Mill. Whining, propoſterous, cxxting Villal to mur- 
ature's firſt, laſt, 
dear Prerogative, after which there's no Injury, then 


ſaar to take what he no longer wanted, and bring to me 


zur Penury and Guilt. Do you think I'll hazard my 


Reputation, nay, my Life, to entertain you? 
Barn. O Millauosd ! this from thee |! But 


have done. If you hate me, if you with me dead, 
then you are Happy; for oh! 'tis ſure my Grief will 


quickly end me. 


Mill. In his Madneſs he will diſcover all, and involve 
me in his Ruin. We are on a Precipice from whence 
there's no Retreat for both.——Then to preſerve my- 
elf. [Pauſes.— There is no other Way. 
Tis dreadful, but Reflection comes too late when Dan- 
ger's preſſing, and there's no room for Choice 
It muſt be done. [Aſe. Rings a Pell, enter a Ser- 


| g dant.] Fetch me an Officer, and ſeize this Villain. He 


has confeſs'd himſelf a Murderer. Should k let him 
; eſcape, I might juſtly be thought as bad as he. | Exit 

ber uml. | EE Fa | 
Barn. O Milkwood ! ſure you do not, cannot mean it. 
Stop the Meſſenger; upon my Knees, I beg you'd call 
him back. ?Tis fit I die indeed, but not by you. I will 
this inſtant deliver myſelf into the Hands of Juſtice, in- 
7 deed I will; for Death 1s all I wiſh. But thy Ingrati- 


— a, 2. 


8 


ſand times than Death with Torture. 


tude fo tears my wounded Soul, 'tis worſe Ten Thou- 


Mill. Call it what you will; Iam willing to live, and 
live ſecure, which nothing but your Death can warrant. 


Barn. If there be a Pitch of Wickedneſs that ſets 


che Author beyond the Reach of Vengeance, you muſt 


be ſecure. But what remains for me, but a diſmal Dun- 
geon, hard galling Fetters, an awful Trial, and an igno- 
minious Death, juſtly to fall unpitied and abhorr'd ? 
| C 2 After 


. 


—— 
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After Death to be ſuſpended between Heaven and Earth, 
a dreadful Spectacle, the Warning and Horror of a ga- [ 
ping Croud! This I cou'd bear, nay wiſh not to avoid, 
had it but come from any Hand but thine. 3 


Enter Blunt, Officer and Attendants. 


Mill. Heaven defend me! Conceal a Murderert © 
Here, Sir, take this Youth into your Cuſtody. I accuſe ; 
him of Murder, and will appear to make good my ; 
Charge. They ſeixe him. © 
Barn. To whom, of what, or how ſhall I complain? TI 
not accuſe her: The Hand of Heav'n is in it, and this the © 

Puniſhment of Luſt and Parricide. Yet Heaven, that © 
juſtly cuts me off, ſtill ſuffers her to live; perhaps to 
uniſh others. Tremendous Mercy ! So Fiends are curs'd © 
with Immortality, to be the Executioner of Heaven. i 


Be avarn d, ye Youths, woho foe my ſad Deſpair: 
Avoid lewd Women, falſe as they are fair. $ 
By Reaſon guided, honeft Foys purſue : ] : 


The Fair to Honour, and to Virtue trut, 
Full to herſelf, will nber be falſe to you, 
By my Example learn to ſhun my Fate: 
( How wretched is the Man who's avije too late ! ) 
Fre Innocence, and Fame, and Life be liſt, 
Here purchaſe Wiſdom, cheaply, at my Coſt. Z 
[Exeunt Barrwel/, Officer and Attendants. | 


Al. Where's Lucy? Why is ſhe abſent at ſuch a a 
Time ? | | | b 
Blunt. Wou'd I had been ſo too! Lacy will ſoon be 
here; and I hope to thy Confuſion thou Devil! oO 
Mill, Infolent ! This to me? 5 
Blunt. The worſt that we know of the Devil 1s, that 

he firſt ſeduces to Sin, and then betrays to Puniſhment. | 
. 5 | . [Exit Blunt. 
Al. They diſapprove of my Conduct then, and 
mean to take this Opportunity to ſet up for themſelves. - 
My Ruin is relolved. ——-1 ſee my Danger, 
but ſcorn both it and them; I was not born to fall by' ? 
ſuch weak Infiruments, | [Goirg. | 


a 
5 
3 
— 2 


rth, 
92 


od, 


2 of ours? 


7 ſeek ? 


: 


7 Credit 13 above thy Malice, I need not have bluſn'd to 
3 own him. 


Enter Thorowgood. 2 — 
Thor. Where is the Scandal of her own Sex, and Curſe 


Mill. What means this Infolence ? Whom do you 
Thor. Millwood. 


Mill. Well, you have found her then. I am NA. 


1 avood, 


Ther. Then you are the moſt impious Wretch, that 


e 'er the Sun beheld. 

Mill. From your Appearance I ſhould have expeded 
| Wiſdom and Moderation, but your Manners bely ) our 

f Aſpect. What is your Buſineſs here? I know you not. 


Thor. Hereafter you may know me better; I am 


; ' Barnuweltl”s Maſter. | 
Mill. Then you are Maſter to a Villian, which, I 
think, is not much to your Credit. 


Ther. Had he been as much above thy Arts, as my 


Mill. My Arts! I don't underſtan“ you, Sir, if he 


bas done amiſs, what's that to me? Was he my Servant, 
or yours! You ſhyuld have taught him better. 
d I wonder to find ſuch uncommon 

Impudence in one arrived to ſuch a Height of Wicked- 
neſs? When Innocence is baniſhed, Modeſty ſoon fol- 
- lows. Know, Sorcerefs, I'm 
Arts, by which you firſt deceiv'd the unwary Youth. I 


7 hor. Why ſhoul 


not ignorant of any of the 


know, how, Step by Step, you've Jed him on, (reluctant 


/ and unwilling) from Crime to Crime, to this laſt horrid 
Act, which you contriv'd, and by your curſed Wiles 
even forced him to commit. 


Mill. Ha! Lucy has got the Advantage, and accuſed 


me firſt: Unleſs I can turn the Acculation, and fix it 


upon her and Blunt, I am loft. [L/ede. 


: Ther.” Had I known. your Deſign ſooner, it had been 
z prevented. To ſee you puniſh'd as the Law direQs,. 1s 


all that now remains. Poor Satisfaction! for he, inno- 
cent as he is, compared to you, muſt ſuffer too. But 


G3 Heaven 
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Heaven who knows our Frame, and graciouſly diſtin. 
uiſhes between Frailty and Preſumption, will make a 

Pifference, though Man, who ſees not the Heart, oaly 

judges by the outward Action, cannot do it. 

Md. find, Sir, we are both unhappy in our Ser- 
vants. I was 1urprized at ſuch ill Treatment without 
Cauſe from a Gentleman of your Appearance, - and 
therefore too haſtily roturn'd it, for which I aſk your 
Pardon. I now perceive you have been fo far impoſed 
on, as to think me engaged in a former e 
with your Servant, and ſome Way or other acceſſary to 
kis Undoing. 3 . 

Ther. I charge you as the Cauſe, the ſole Cauſe of all 
his Guilt, and all his Suffering, of all he now endure 
and muſt endure, till a violent and ſhameful Death ſhall 
put a dreadful Period to his Life and Miſeries together. 

Mill. Tis very ſtrange. But who's ſecure from Scan- 
dal and Detraction? So far from contributing to his 
Ruin, I never ſpoke to him till ſince the fatal „B, 


which I lament. as much as you. Tis true, I have a2 


Servant on whoſe Account he has of late ireqnenien 


my Houſe. If he has abus'd my good Opinion of 


her, am I to blame? Has not Barnavell done the ſame 
by you ? | | | = 
Thor. I hear you; pray go on. | 

Mill. J have been inform'd he had a violent Paſſion 
for her, and fhe for him; but till now. I always thought 
it innocent. I know her Poor, and given to expenſive 
Pleaſures. Now who can tell but ſhe may have. influ- 
enced the amorous Youth to commit this Murder, to. 
ſupply her Extravagancies.———lt muſt be ſo. I now 
recollect a thouſand Circumſtances that confirm it. II 
| have her and a Man Servant whom I ſuſpe& as an Ac- 
complice, ſecured immediately. I hepe, Sir, you will 
lay afide your ill grounded Suſpicions of me, and join 
to puniſh the real Contrivers of this bloody Deed. 


[Offers to go. 


Thar. Madam, you paſs not this Way, I ſee yo¹ 


Deſign, but ſhall protect them from your Malice. 
9 8 85 2 
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Mill. J hope you'll not uſe your Influence, and the 
Credit of your Name, to ſcreen ſuch guilty Wretches- 
2 Conſider, Sir, the Wickedneſs cf perſuading a thought- 
> lefs Youth to ſuck a Crime. 

3 Ther. I do and of betraying him when it was done. 
Mill. That which you call betraying him, may con- 
rince you of my Innocence. She who loves him, tho” 
me contriv'd the Murder, would never have deliver'd 


dim into the Hands of Juſtice, as J, ſtruck with Horroz 


at his Crimes, have done. 


* Thor. How ſhou'd an unexperienced Youth eſcape her 
2 Snares ? The powerful Magick of her Wit and Form 


might betray the wiſeſt to ſimple Dotage, and fire the 
\ Blood that Age had frozen long ſince. Even I, that with. 
- juſt Prejudice came prepar'd, had by her artful Story 
5 been deceived, but that my ſtrong Conviction of her 
+ Guilt makes even a Doubt impoſſible. Thoſe whom 
ſubtilly you would accuſe, you know are your Acculers ; 


: and (which proves unanſwerably their Innocence and 


your Guilt) they accuſed you before the Deed was done, 
and did all that was in their Power to prevent it. 


Mill. Sir, you are very hard to be corvine'd: But 1 


ure a Proof, which, when produc'd, will ſilence al} 


Obdjections. [ Exit Millwood. 
Enter Lucy, Trueman, Blunt, Officers, &c. 


Lucy. Gentlemen, pray place yourſelves, ſome on one 


Side of that Door, and ſome on the other; watch her En- 
trance, and act as your Prudence ſhall direct you. This 
Way, [eo Thorowgood] and note her Behaviour, I have 
; obſerved her, ſhe's driven to the laſt Extremity, and is. 


forming ſome deſperate Reſolution. I gueſs at her Deſign. 
Re-enter Millwood with a Pile. Trueman ſecures her, 


ful, cruel; bloody Woman. | 

Mill. Fool, H1ypocrite, Villain, Man 1 thou canſt not 
call me that. 
Ty. To call thee: Woman were to wrong thy Sex; 


thou Devil! 


Tr. Here thy Power of doing Miſchief ends, deceit- 


G 4. | | Mill, 


le 
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Mill. That imaginary Being is an Emblem of thy cur- ? 
ſed Sex collected: A Mirror, wherein each particular Man x 


may ſee his own Likeneſs, and that of all Mankind. 


7 her. Think not by aggravating the Faults of others p | 
which the Abuſe of ſuch un- 


to extenuate thy own, © 
common Perfection of Mind and Body is not the leaſt. 


Mul. If ſuch I had, well may I curſe your barharous 7 


Sex, who robb'd me of 'em ere I knew their Worth; 
then left me too late, to count their Value by their Loſs. 


Another and another Spoiler came, and all my Gain was 


Poverty and Reproach, My Soul diſdain'd, and yet diſ- 


dains, Dependance, and Contempt. Riches, no Matter | 
by what Means obtain'd, I ſaw ſecured the work of 


Men from both. I found it therefore neceſſary to be 
rich, and to that End I ſummon'd all. my Arts. You 
call 'em wicked; let them be ſo, they were ſuch as my 
Converſation with your Sex had furniſh'd me withal, 
27. Sure none but the worſt of Men convers'd with thee, 
Alill. Men of all Degrees, and all Profeſſions, I have 


known,. yet found no Difference, but in their ſeveral _ 


Capacities; all were alike-wicked to the utmoſt of their 
Pon er. In Pride, Contention, Avarice, Cruelty, and 
Revenge, the Reverend Prieſthood were my unerri 
Guides. From Suburb Magiſtrates, who live by hind 
deputations, as the unhoſpitable Natives of Corawwall do 


by Shipwrecks, I learn'd, that to charge my innocent 
Neighbours with my Crimes, was to merit their- Pro- 


tection; for to.ſkreen the Guilty, is the leſs ſcandalous, 


when many are ſuſpected; and Detraction, like Dark- - 


neſs and Death, blackens all Objects, and levels all Diſ- 
tinction. Such are your venal Magiſtrates, who favour 
none but ſuch as by their Office they are ſworn to puniſh, 


With them not to be guilty is the worſt of Crimes, and 


large Fees privately paid are every needful Virtue. 
Thor. Your Practice has ſufficiendly diſcovered your 


Contempt of Laws, both human and divine; no Won- 


der then, that you ſhould hate the Officers of both. 


Mill. J know you, and 1 hate you all: I expect no 
Mercy, and I aſk for none; I follow'd my Inclinations, 


and thet the beſt of you. do every Day. All hy 
X Cem 


Mn ET; >: 
9 


| Women, by <uhom nou are, the Scarce of Tos, 5:9 
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tem alike natural and indifferent to Man and Beaſt, who 
*&vour, or aredey-ur'd, as they meet with others weaker 
-«tronger than themſelves. 


Thor. What Pity it is a Man ſo comprehenſive, daring 
und inquiſitive, ſhould be a Stranger to Religion's ſweet 
"nd powerful Charms! 7 "£5 | 

Mill. J am not Fool enough to be an Atheiſt, tho" I 
lave known enough of Mens Hypocriſy to make a thou- 
and ſimple Women ſo. Whatever Religion is in itſelf, 
2 practis Aby Mankind, it has caus'd the Evik, you ſay 


"not deſtroy'd ſo many of the human Race, as this pre- 
ended Piety has done ; and with ſuch barbarous Cruelty, 


* 
4 


-preſent World imo Hell. : 
Tor. Truth is Truth, though from an Enemy, and 
/ Poken in Malice. You bloody, blind, and ſaperſtitious 
Birzots, how will you anſwer this? 5 | 
' Mi, What are your Laws, of which you make your 
: Poaſt, but the Focl's Wiſdom, and the Coward® Valour, 
the Inflrument and Screen of all your Villainies? By them 
pu punith in others what you act yourſelves, or wou'd 
have ated had you been in their Circumſtances. The 
Judge, who condemns the poor: Man for being a Thief, 
lad been a Thief himſelf, had he been poor. Thus 
jou go on deceiving, and being deceiv'd, harraſſing, 


S 

X 
5 

* 


* 


plaguing and deſtroying one another. But Women are 


4 
4 


: your univerfal Prey: 


With cruel Arts you labour to deftroy :. 
A thouſend Ways our Rain you purſue, . * 
| Tet blame in us theſe Arts firſt taught by you, 

Oh! may from hence each violated Maid, ; 
By flatPring, faithleſt, barbrous Man betray'd, 
When robb'd of Innocence, and Virgin Fame. 
From ycur Diſaruction raiſe a noller Name, 

To right their Seas Wrongs devote their Mind, 
Aud future Mii\woods prove to play ic Mankinete 


The End of the Fourth ACF. 
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i was deſign'd to cure. War, Plague, and Famine, have“ 


z if the only Way to honeur Heaven, were to turn the 


© i. i + + at wat ST 


" The Loxpon MtrcnantT : Or, 


RA AX N / 2 N 

r 

ACT V. SCENE I 
A Room in a Priſon. 

© Pater Thorowgood, Blunt, aud Lucy. 


THOROWGOOD. 


HAVE recommended to Barmuell a reverend Di-. 
vine, whoſe Judgment and Integrity I am well ac- b 
quainted with. Nor has Millauood been neglected; but 
ſie, unhappy Weman, Nilt obſtinate, refuſes his Aſſiſi- 
ance. x | 2 
Lucy. This pious Charity to the Afflicted well becomes 
ycar Character; yet. pardon me, Sir, if I wonder you 
were not at the Trial. _— | 5 
Thor. ] knew it was impoſſible to fave him; and I and E 
my Family bear ſo great a Part in his Diſtreſs, that to 
have been preſent wou'd but have aggravats our Sor- d 
rows without reheving bis. 1d 
Blunt. It was mournful indeed. Farnuwel!'s Youth | | 
and modeſt Deportment, as he paſs'd, drew Tears from. t 
every Eve. When placed at the Bar, and arraigned | | 
beſore the Reverend Judges, with many Tears and 2 
interrupting Sobs he confeſs'd and aggravated his Offen- 
ces, without accuſing, or once reflecting on Millauaod, the 
fhamelefs Author of his Ruin. But ſhe dauntleſs and un- 
concern'd ſtood by his Side, viewing with viſible Pride 
and contempt the vaſt Aſſembly, who all with ſympathiz- 
ing Sorrow wept for the wretched Youth. She, when 
call'd upon to anſwer, londly inſiſted upon her Innocence, 
and made au artful and a bold Defence; but finding all. 
in vain, the impartial Jury and the learned Bench con- 
curring to find her Guilty, how did fhe curſe herſelf, 
poor Barrel, us, her. Judges, all Mankind! But what 


could 
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cou'd that avail? She was condemn'd, and is this Day 
o ſuffer with him. 
Mor. The Time draws on. I am going to viſit Barn- 
7 well as you are Millwood. 
Lucy. We have not wrong'd her, yet I dread this In- 
k terview. She's proud, impatient, wrathful, and unfor- 
giving. To be the branded Inſtruments of Vengeance, 
o ſuffer in her Shame, and ſy mpathize with her in all- 
ie ſuffers, is the Tribute we mult pay for our former 
+ ill-ſpent Lives, and long Confederacy with her in Wick- 
edneſs. 
Tor. Happy for. you it ended when it dia: What you 
have done againſt Milkuod I know proceeded: from a. 
Di. | juſt Abhorrence of her Crimes, free from Intereſt, Ma- 
ac. | lice or Revenge. Proſelytes to Virthe ſhould be en- 
"ut 1 ' courag'd ; purſue 220 propoſed Reformation, and. 
i- know me hercafter for your Friend. 
7 Tucy. This is a Bleſſing as unhop'd for as unmerited. 
es But Heaven that ſnatch'd us from impending Ruin, ſure- 
ou © intends you as its Inſtrument to ſecure us from Apoſtacy. 
Tor. With Gratitude to impute your Deliverance to 
nd Heaven is juſt. Many lels virtuouſly, diſpoſed than- 
to | Barnwell was, have never fallen in the Manner he has 
r- done. May not ſuch owe their Safety rather. to Provi-- 
1 dence than to themſelves > With Pity and Compaſſion: 


th let us judge him. Great were his Faults, but ſtrong was 
m. the Temptation. Let his Ruin teach us Difidence,. 
d Humanity and Circumſpection; for if we who wonder 
d at his Fate, had like him been tried, ike lam perhaps: 
- ve had fallen. 

& 

— our 
8 C ESN E. I. 

of Dungeon, à Table and Lamp. Barnwell * ng. 


| Enter Thorowgood at Diflarce. | 
Dor. HERE fee the bitter Fruits of Paſſon's de. 
teſted Reign, and ſenſual Appeate indulg'd, 
ſevere Reflections, Penitence and Tears. 


5 
. * 


Zapns- 
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Barn. My honoured injured Maſter, whoſe Goodneſs 


has covered me a thouſand Times witlz Shame, forgive 


this lat unwilling Diſreſpe& : Indeed I ſaw you not. 


Thor. Tis well; I hope you were better employ'd in E 
viewing of yourſelf; your Journey's long, your Time 
for Preparation almoſt ſpent. I ſent a reverend Divine © 
to teach you to improve it, and ſhould be glad to hear 


of his Succeſs, 


Barn. The Word of Truth, which he recommended 5 


for my conſtant Companion in this my fad Retirement, 
has at length removed the Doubts I laboured under. 


From thence I've. learned the infinite Extent of Heaven- © 


ly Mercy; that my Offences, tho? great, are not unpar- 
donable: That *tis not my Intereſt only, but my Duty, 
to believe and rejoice in that Hope: So ſhall Heaven 
receive the Glory, and future Penitents the Profit of my 
Example. | . | 


Ther. Proceed. 1 


Parn. Tis wonderful that Words ſhould charm De- 5 


ſpair, ſpeak Peace and Pardon to a Murderer's Conſci- 
ence ; but Truth and Mercy flow in every Sentence, at- 


| tended with Force and Energy divine. How ſhall I de- 


ſcribe my preſent State of Mind? Tope in Doubt, and 
trembling I rejoice; I feel my Grief increaſe, even as 
my Fears give way, Joy and Gratitude now ſupply 
more 'T'cars, than the Horror and Anguiſh of Deſpair 
before, . . 

Then. Thefs are the genuine Signs of true Repen- 


tance; the only Preparatory, the certaty Way to ever= 


laſting Peace. O the Joy it gives to ſee a Soul form'd 
and prepared for Heaven! For this the faithful-Minifter 
devotes himſelf to Meditation, Abſtinence and Prayer, 


ſhanning the vain Delights of ſenſual Jois, and daily 


dies, that others may live for ever. For this he turns 
ihe ſacred Veolumes:o'er, and'ſpends- his Life in painful 
Search of Truth. The Love of Riches, and the Luſt of 
Power,he looks upon with juſt Contempt and Deteſtation; 
he only counts for Wealth the Souls he wins, and his 


higheſt Ambition is to ſerve Mankind. If the Reward. 


ct all his Pains be to preferve one Soul from wandering) 
| 1 
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or turn one from the Error of his Ways, how does be 


then rezoice, and own his little Labours overpaid ? 


Bari. What do I owe for all your generous Kind- 


: neſs ? But tho' I cannot, Heaven can and will reward 


; Farewell. 
well. 


vou. 


| Ther. To ſee thee thus, is Joy too great for Words. 
Heaven ſtrengthen thee! Fare. 


. » 


Barn. O! Sir, there's ſomething I would fay, if my 


I ſad ſwelling Heart would give me Leave. 


Thor. G've it Vent a while, and try. 
Barn. I had a Friend ——tis true I am unworthy 


7 yet methinks your generous Example might perſuade 


© come. [Afide.} Much lov'd 
ed Youth ! Farewell. ——Heaven ſtrengthen 


While J live, let me not want your Prayers. . 


Cou'd I not fee bim once, before I go from whence 
= there's no Return?” | 


Thor. He's coming, and as muck thy Friend as ever. 
T will not e bbs Sorrow; too ſoon lre Il ſee the 


” tad Effect of this contagious Ruin. This Torrent of 
domeſtick Miſery bears too hard upon me. I muſt re- 


tire to indulge a Weakneſs I find impoſſible to over- 
and much lament- 


thee. Eternally Farewell. 
Barn, The beſt of Matters and of Men Farewell. 


Ther. Thou ſhalt not. Thy Peace being made with 
Heaven, Death's already vaniſh'd. Bear a little longer 
the Pains that attend this tranſitory Life, and ceaſe from 


; Pain for ever. [Exit 'Thorowgood. 


Parn. Perhaps I ſhall: 1 find a Power within, that 


bears my Soul above the Fears of Death, and, Spight 


of conſcious Shame and Guilt, gives me x Taſte of 
Pleaſure more than mortal. * 


Enter, Trueman ard Keeper. 


Keep. Sir, there's the Priſoner. [ Exit Meer. 
Barn, Trueman My Friend whom I fo wiſh'd to 
ite,. yet now he's here, J dare not look upon him. 


22 


Tr. O Barawell 1 Barnwell! 
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Barn. Mercy! Mercy ! gracious Heaven! For Death“ 
but not for this, I was prepares. | 

Tr. What have I ſuftered fince I faw thee laſt ! What 
775 hath Abſence given me !——But oh! to ſee thee 

us! 
Barn. I know it. is dreadfut! I feel the Ang viſſi of 
thy generous Soul — But I was born to murder all 
who love me. [ Both weep. 
.. Tr, | came not to reproach you; I thought to bring you. 
Comfort; but Pam deceiv'd, for I have none to give: 
I came to ſhare thy Sorrow, but cannot bear my own. 
Barn. My Senſe of Guilt indeed you cannot know: 

*Tis what the Good and Innocent, like you, can ne'er 
conceive : But other Griefs at preſent I have none, but 
what I feel for you. In your Sorrow I read you love 
me ſtill ; but yet, methinks, tis ſtrange, when I con- 
fider what I am. 

Tr. No more of that: I can remember nothing but 
thy Virtues, thy honeſt, tender Friendſhip, our "aA 
happy State and preſent Miſery. O! had you truſted 
me when firſt the fair Seducer tempted you, all might. 
have been prevented, 

Barn. Alas tkou knoweſt' not what a Wretch I've 
been. Breach of Friendſhip was my firſt and leaſt Of- 
fence: So far was J loſt to Goodneſs, ſo devoted to the 
Author of my Ruin, that had ſhe inſiſted on my mur- 
dering thee——— think I ſhould have 
done 1t. | | | | Se 

Tr. Prithee, aggravate thy Faults no more. 

Barn, I think I ſhould ! Thus good and generous as 
_ you are, I ſhould have murdered you ! | 
Ty. We have not yet embraced, and may be inter- 
rapted : Come to my Arms, 14 

Barn. Never, never will 1 taſte ſuch Joys on Earth; 
never will I fo forth my juſt Remorſe, Are theſe 
honeſt Arms and faithful Boſom fit to embrace and to 
ſupport a Murderer ? Theſe Iron Fetters only ſhall claſp- 
and flinty Pavement bear me; [Throwing himjelf on the 
Ground.] Even theſe too good for ſuch a bloody _ 

; Tr. 


Comfort dwell within theſe Arms, and Sorrow can't ap- 
proach me while I am here. This too is the Work of 
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* Tr. Shall Fortune ſever thoſe whom Friendſhip join- 
ed! Thy Miſeries cannot lay thee ſo low, but Love will 
fnd thee. Here will we offer to ſtern Calamity ; this 
Flace the Altar, and ourſelves the Sacrifice. Our mu- 
tual Groans ſhall echo to-each other through the deary 
Vault ; our Sighs ſhall number the Moments as they 


paſs, and mingling Tears communicate ſuch Anguiſh,. | 


as Words were never made to expreſs, 


Barn, Then be it ſo. [Riforg.] Since: you propoſe 


an Intercourſe of Woe, pour all your Griefs into my 


4 Breaſt, and in Exchange take mine. [Embracing.] 
| Where's now the Anguiſh that you promis'd ? You've 


taken mine, and make me no Return. Sure Peace and 


k 


leaven ; which having beſore ſpoke Peace and Pardon 


to me, now ſends thee to conſirm it. O take, take ſome 
of the Joy that overflows my Breaſt ! 

Tx, I do, I do. Almighty Power! how haſt thou: 
made us capable to bcar at once the Extremes of. Plea- 


ſure and of Pain. | 


Enter Keeper. 
Keep. Sir. 8 85 | 
Tr. I come.. | [Exit Keeper... 


Barn. Muſt you leave me? Death would ſoon have 
| parted us for ever. | 


Tr. O my Barxaell! there's yet another Taſk be- 
hind : Again your Heart muſt bleed for others Woes. 
Barr. To meet and part with you I thought was all I 


| had to do on Earth: What is there more for me to do or 


fuffer. | | : | 
Tr. I dread to tell thee,. yet it maſt be known: Ma- 

ria. — VV 

Barn. Our Maſter's fair and virtuous Daughter 


Tr. The ſame. | 5 
Barn. No Misfortune, I hope, has reach'd that lovely 
Maid! Preſerve her, Heaven, from every Ill, to ſhew 


Mankind chat. Goodneſs is your Care. 


In. 


* 
* 
| 
: 
| 
b 
1 
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Tr. Thy, thy Misfortunes, my unhappy Friend, have 
. reach'd her. Whatever you and I have felt, and more, 
if more be poſſible; ſhe ſeels for you. 

Barn, I know he doth abhor a Lve, and wool not 
trifle with his dying Friend. This is indeed the Bitter- 
neſs of Degth. 


Tr. You muſt remember, (for we all obſerved'it) for 


ſome Time paſt, a heavy Melancholy weighed her down, 


Diſconſolate ſhe ſeem'd, and pin'd and languiſh'd from: 
a Cauſe unknown ; till, hearing of your dreadful Fate, 
the long ſtifled Flame blar'd out; ; the wept, and wrung 
her Hands, and tore her Hain, and in the Tranſport of. 
her Grief diſcever'd her own. loit State, whilſt ſhe la- 
mented yours. 
Bar. Will all the Pain 1 frat! reftore thy Faſe, lov ely 
unhappy Maid! [ ccfing.] Why did you not let me 
die, and never know it ? 

Tr. It was 1impoihble. She makes no Secret of her 


Faſſion for you; ſhe is determ'd to ſee you *ere you die,. 


and waits for me to introduce her. [Exit Trueman. 
Barn. Vain, buſy Thoughts, be ſtill! What avails it 

to think on what I might liave been ? I now am 

what l've made my fel: 


Euter Trueman with Maria. 


Tr. Madam; relhQant J lead you to this Ant 8 by 


This is the Seat of Miſery and Guilt. Here aweful Jut- 
tice reſerves her publick Victims. This is the Entrance 
to ſhameful Death; 

Ma. To this fad Place then no improper Gueſt, the 
abandon'd loſt Maria brings Deſpair. And ſee the Sub- 
je& and the Cauſe of all this Warld of Woe. Silent 
and Motivnleſs he ſtands, as if his Soul had quitted her. 
Abode, and the lifeleſs Form alone uns left behind; yet 
that ſo perfect, that Beauty and Death, ever at. Enmity, 
now ſeem united there. 


Barn. I groan, but murmur not. ſug Heaven! I. 


am your own; do with me what you pleaſe. 


Ma. Why are your ſtreaming Eyes ſtill fix d below; 


aud tho thoud'lt give the greedy Earth thy Sorrows, and 


rob 


a 


e 


1 5 
d 
b. 
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rob me of my Due? Were Happineſs within your Power, 


you ſhould beſtow it where you pleas'd ; but in your 


Miſery I muſt and will partake. 


Barn. Oh! fay not ſo, but fly, abhor and leave me 
to my Fate. Conſider what ycu are, how vaſt your 
Fortune, and how bright your Fame. Have Pity on 
your Youth, your Beauty, and unequall'd Virtue ; for 
which ſo many noble Peers have ſigh'd in vain. Bleſs 


with your Charms ſome honourable Lord. Adorn with 


your Beauty, and by your Example improve, the Eng- 


lijþ Court, that juſtly claims ſuch Merit: So ſhall I 
quickly be to you—————as tho' I had never been. 


Ma. When I forget you, I muſt be ſo indeed. Rea- 


ſon, Choice, Virtue, all forbid it. Let Women like 


Milkvood, if there are more ' ſuch Women, ſmile in 
Proſperity, and in Adverſity forſake, Be it the Pride 


-of Virtue to repair or to partake, the Ruin ſuch have 
made. np | 

1 - Tr. Lovely ill fated Maid! Was there ever ſuch ge- 
nerous Diſtre(s before * How muſt this pierce his grate- 


ful Heart, and aggravate his Woes ! | 
Barn. Ere I knew Guilt or Shame, when Fortune 


7 ſmil'd, and when my youthful Hopes were at the high- 
; eſt; if then to have rais'd my Thoughts to you, had 
been Preſumption in me never to have been pardon'd, 
think how much beneath yourſelf you condeſcend to re- 


rd me now. | 
Ma. Let her bluſh, who proffering Love, invades the 
Freedom of your Sex's Choice, and meanly ſues in Hopes 


of a Return. Your inevitable Fate hath rendered Hope 


impoſlible as vain. Fhen why ſhou'd I fear to avow a 
Paſſion fo. juſt and fo diſintereſted ? 

Jr. If any ſhou'd take Occaſion from DMilkuocd's 
Crimes to libel the beſt and faireſt Part of the Creation, 
here let them ſee their Error. The moſt diſtant Hopes 


of ſuch a tender Paſſion from ſo bright a Maid, might 
add to the Happineſs of the moſt Happy, and make the 


greateſt proud; yet here 'tis laviſh'd in vain ? Tho" by 
the rich Preſent the generous Donor is undone, he on 
whom it is beſtowed receives no Beneſit. 

4 | Barn. 


* 
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| Barr. So the aromatick Spices of the Eaſt, which all : 
the Living covet and eſteem, are with unavailing Kind. 


nefs waſted on the Dead. 


Ma. Yes, fruitleſs is my Love, and unavailing all my 


Sighs and Tears. Can they ſave thee from approachin 
Death? from ſuch a Death ?!———O terrib 


Idea! What is her 2 and Diſtreſs, who ſees the 
ove, for whom alone ſhe'd ; 


firſt, laſt Object of her 
hve, for whom ſhe'd die a thouſand thouſand Deaths, if 


it were poſſible, expiring in her Arars ! Yet ſhe is hap- ' 
py, when compar'd to me. Were Millions of Worlds. 
mine, I'd gladly give them in Exchange for her Condi- | 
tion. The moſt conſummate Woe is light to mine. The 
laſt of Curſes to other miſerable Maids, is all I aſk for 


my Relief, and that's dend me. by 
Tr. Time and Reflection cures all Ills. 


Ma. All but this. His dreadful Cataſtrophe Virtve 
herſelf abhors. To give a Holiday to: Suburb Slaves, 


and paſſing entertain the ſavage Herd, who elbowing 


each other for a Sight, purſue and preſs upon him like 
his Fate !-——A Mind with Pity and Reſolution arm'd | 
may ſmite on Death: But publick Ignominy, ever- | 


laſting Shame, Shame the Death of Souls, to die a thou- 
{and Times, and yet ſurvive even Death itſelf in never 


Aung Infamy 15 this to be endured 
Can I who live in him, and muſt each Hour of my de- 


voted Life, feel al theſe Woes renew'd : 
endure this.? FLY | N 

Ty. Grief has ſo impair'd her Spirits, ſhe pants, as in 
the Agonies of Death. _ 


Barn. Preſerve her, Heaven, and reſtore her Peace, | 


nor let her Death be added to my Crimes [Bell to Ik] 
| I 2m. ſummon'd to my Fate. | | 


Enter Keeper and Officers.. 


—CanT | 


p. Sir, the Officers attend you. Millwood is al 
ready ſummon'd. . . = 

Barn. Tell em, Pm ready. And now, my Friend, 
farewel. [Embracing] Support and comfort, the Ivy | 


jou can, this mourning Fair. 
forget not to pray for me. ¶ Turning tu Maria.] Would 
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No more 


you, bright Excellence, permit me the Honour of a 
chalte Embrace, the laſt Happineſs this World cou'd 
ive were mine. {She inclines towards him; they embrace.] 
|-calted Goodneſs ! O turn your Eyes from Earth and me 


to Heaven, where Virtue, like yours, is ever heard: Pray 
ſor the Peace of my departing Soul. Early my Race of 
Wickedneſs began, and ſoon I reach'd the Summit. Ere 
Nature has finiſh'd her Work, and ſtamp'd me Man, juſt 
it the Time when others begin to ſtray, my Courſe is fi- 
niſh'd. Tho? ſhort my Span of Life, and fe my Days; 
ret count my Crimes for Years, and I have liv'd whole 


Ages. Thus Juſtice, in Compaſſion to Mankind, cut off 


1 Wretch like me; by one ſuch Example to ſecure Thou- 
fands from future Ruin, Juſtice and Mercy are in Heaven 
the ſame: Its utmoſt Severity is Mercy to the Whole; 
thereby to cure Man's Folly and Preſumption, which elſe 
? wou'd render even :nfinge Mercy | 


vain and ineffectual. _ 


Fan Youth like you in future Times 12 
' Shall mourn my Fate, tho he abhor my Crimes, 


Or tender Maid Jike you my Tale ſhall hear, 


And to my Sorrows give @ pilying Tear; 
To each ſuch melting Eye and throbbing Heart, 
Would gracious Heaw/n this Benefit in part, 
Newer to know my Guilt}, nor feel my Pain, LY 
Then muſt you own, you ought net to complain, | 1 
Since you nar weep, nor ſpall I die in vain. 
.  [Exeunt Barxuell and Officers. 


3 * „* y 3 *% 24 


SCENE the Las. 


: The Place of Execution, The Gallows and Ladders at. obo 


farther End of the Stage. A Crowd of 8 pectators. 

Blunt nd Lucy, | e N 
Lucy. F TEAVENS! What a Throng ! | 
| { Blunt. How terrible is Death when thus 


prepared! Lucy. 


68 The LON DOYW M ENCHANT: Or, 
Lucy. Support them Heaven; thou only canſt ſup. Ic 
port them ; all other Help is vain, Ds Sos N 
Officer avithin. Make Way there, make Way, and give Sir 
the Priſoners Room. | | mi 
Lacy. They are here. Obſerve them well. How humble 
and compoſed young Barnwell ſeems! but Millaods M 
_ wild, ruffled with Paſſion, confounded and a- 


Enter Barnwell, Millwood, Officers and Executioner. , 2 


Barn. See, Millauood, ſee, our Journey's at an End: M 
Life, like a Tale that's told, is paſt away. That ſhort, 
but dark and unknown Paſſage, Death, is all the Space be 
between us and endlefs Joys, or Woes eternal. 
Mill. Is this the End of all my flattering Hopes? 
Were Youth and Beauty given me for a Gurſe, and I. 
Wiſdom only to inſure my Ruin? They were, they h. 
were, Heaven thou haſt done thy worſt. Or, if thou 
haſt in Store ſome untried Plague, ſomewhat that's worſe & 
than Shame, Deſpair and Death, unpitied Death, con- R 
firm'd Deſpair, and Soul confounding Shame ; ſomethmg ?- 
that Men and Angels can't deſcribe, and only Fiends, 
Who bear it, can conceive 3 now, pour it now on this 
devoted Head, that I may fee? the worſt thou canſt in- | 
flict, and bid Defiance to thy utmoſt Power. | | 
Barn. Vet ere we paſs the dreadful Gulph of Death, 
you ere you're plunged in everlaſting Woe, O bend your 
ſtubborn Knees, and harder Heart, Aumbly to deprecate 
the Wrath divine. Who knows but Heaven, in your 
dying Moments, may beſtow that Grace and Mercy, 
which your Life deſyiſed? _ „ 
Mill. Why name you Mercy to a Wretch like me? 
Mercy's beyond my Hope, almoſt beyond my Wiſh, I 
can't repent, or aſk to be forgiven. | 8 
Darn. O think what *tis to be for ever, ever miſera- 
ble, nor with vain Pride oppoſe a Power that's able to 
deſtroy you. 5 : | 
Mill. That will deſtroy me : I feel it will. A De- 
luge of Wrath is pouring on my Soul, Chains, Dark- 
ness, Wheels, Racks, ſharp gig Scorpions, mol- 
n ten, 
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ten Lead, and Seas of Sulphur, are light to what I 


35 O! add not to your vaſt Account Deſpair : A 


bein more injurious to Heaven, than all you've yet com- 
Initted. 


Mill. O! 1 have finn'd beyond the reach of 


Mercy. 


Barn. O fay not fo? tis Blaſphemy to think it. As 


yon bright Roof is higher than the Earth, and ſo much 

more does Heaven's Goodneſs paſs our Apprehenſions. 

What created Being ſhall preſume: to circumſcribe 
Mercy that knows no Bounds ? | 


Mill. This vields no Hope. Though Pity may be 


boundleſs, yet 'tis free : I am doom'd before the World 
*began to endleſs Pains, and thou to Joys eternal. 


Barr. O gracious Heaven ! extend thy Mercy to her: 


f Let thy rich Mercy flow in plenteous Streams to chaſe 


her Fears, and heal her wounded Soul. 
Mill. It will not be: Vour Prayers are loſt in Air, 


or elſe return'd perhaps with double Bleflings to your 


Boſom: They help not me. 


Barn. Yet hear me, Millaucod. 


Mill. Away, I will not hear thee : I tell thee, Youth, 
I am by Heaven devoted a dreadful Inſtance of its 


Power to puniſh. [Barnwell een to pray.] If thou 
wilt pray, pray for thyſelf, not me. How doth his 


fervent Soul mount with his Words, and both aſcend to 
Heaven ! that Heaven, whoſe Gates are ſhut with ada- 


? mantine Bars againſt my Prayers, had I the Will to pray. 


I cannot bear it. Sure tis the worſt of Torments 


to behold others to enjoy that Bliſs which we muſt never 
taſte. 


Officer. The utmoſt Limit of your Time's expir'd. 
Mill. Encompaſied with Horror, whither muſt I go? 
I wou'd not live nor die That I cou'd 
ceaſe to be or ne'er had been! 
Barn. Since Peace and Comfort are devied her here, 
may ſhe find Mercy where ſhe leaſt expects it, and 
this be all her Hell. From our Example may all be 


taught 
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taught to fly the firſt I's of Vice; Is ir « oer. 


taken Ps 
| | 
By Aron Wee ir, eakneſs, or Surpri 2 
Lament their Guilt, and by Repentance rije. 
Th In penitent alone die unforgiv/n: 
To fin's like Man, and to forgive like Head n. 


Enter Trueman. 


e 


Tucy. Heart breaking Sight! O wretched, wret ch ed 1 


Millwood, 
Fr. How is the diſpoſed to meet her Fate ? 

Blunt. Who can deſcribe unutterable Woe ? 

Lucy. She goes to Death encompaſſed with Horror, 
loathing Life, and yet afraid to die: No Tongue can 
tell her Anguiſh and Deſpair. 

'Tr, Heaven be boner to her than per Fears: May 
the prove a Warning to others, a Monument of Mercy 
in herſelf. | 
_ Lucy. O Sorrow inſupportable! Break, break my 
Heart! 

Tr. In vain 


| With fran Hearts, and We ** oe See cy 
, £ humane ge rous Senſe of others Woe ; 
Unleſs wwe mark what drew their Ruin on, 

Au by avoiding tha. rewent our own. 


EPILOGUE, 4 


| 
| 


hed WRITTEN * 
or, I'CoLLE y C1BBER, Ejq; Poet Laure at; 
Tay | | And ſpoken by Mrs, Cant. 


my 4 \INCE Fate has rebUd me of the haple Youth, 
For whom my Heart had hoarded up its Truth ; 

By all the Laws of Love and Honour, now, 

1 Pm free again to chuſe ————and one of you. 

But foft——With Caution firſt Lil round me peep : 

' Maids, in my Caſe, ſoould laot before they leap. | 

N Here's Choice enough, of various Sorts and Hue, [ | 


3 The Cit, the Wit, the Rake cock'd up in Cue, 
Jule fair ſpruce Mercer, and the tawny Frau. 
! Suppoſe I ſearch the ſober Gallery? No; 
There's none. but *Prentices, and Cuckolds all-a-Row ; 
And theſe, I doubt, ars thoſe that make em ſo. 
„ [Pointing to the Boxes. 
Tis very well, enjoy the Jet; — But you, } 


Fine pov. d Sparks, nay, I'm told "tis true, 
Your happy Spouſe r— an make Cuckolts too, 
*Tavixt you and them the Diff rence this perhaps, 
The Cit's aſhamed whent&er his Duck he traps ; 3 
But you, ohen Madam's tripping, let her fall, - 
Cock up your Hats, and take no Shame at all, 


„ 
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I bat if ſome favour'd Poet ] cou'd meet 'M 
 Wheje Love <wou'd lay his. Emure/s at my. Feet. 
No Painted Pafioh ul Love abhors=— 
Hu Flame avou'd prove the Suit of Creditors. 
' Not to detain you then with longer Pauſe, 
* "Jn fhort, my Heart to this Cancliſion drates ; 
Tyield it to the Hand that's loudeſt in Applauſe. = 
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